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Page 2, Une 10, for champagne read chompaign, 

355 3, for time read tune. 

42, 13, for reftraiut read conſtraint. 

43 17, for inconvenient read convenient. 

64, 4, for at ber fight read at thy ſight. 

75 2 from the bottom, for may read ny. 

84, 7, comma removed from the end of n 

for ever. 


For Seigner read Segnior. 
For weva is liberte road vive. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE 
. FE L 1 A M PF T ** 


| CHANCELLOR OF: 7. HE EXCHEQUER, . Ge. 


SIR, 


Wis with the partner of my  happi- 
: neſs and my care, I fit down contented to 
; partake of my ſocial meal ben with 
conſcious ſecurity J lay my head on my {| 


pillow, and riſe to ſalute the cheerful 


morn with gratitude—when with undiſ- 


turbed ſteps I retire to the rural receſs, 


or walk at large through the more fre- 
quented haunts of men, fearleſs of the 

privileged aflaflin's dagger hen thus I 
enjoy, in ſecurity, all the comforts that my 

 fituation in life will admit of, I naturally 


look to that ſource from whence thoſe 


bling. . and I feel that, next t6 
a 2 "— 


by DEDICATION. 
my Bumble thinks 140 Providence, I 7 as 


a ſubjet of Great Britain} am indebted 


7o you for all that's dear to man—liberty 
and ſecurity.—This fimple, though grate- 
ful acknowledgment, unadorned by ima- 
gery, unallayed by ſervile adulation, and 


unallured even by expettation, is the only 


mode by which I can fſhew my gratitude ; 
and as my reaſon for dedicating to you the 
annexed trifle, originates from the ſame 
motive, I truſt it will be à ſu eficrent Tm 
5 bi Ju. my preſumption. 


Y Sous the FE to be, 
> aki 
with all 4 reſp ect, 


Your very obedient bumble N 


THE AUTHOR. 
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FAIR AND FOUL READERS! 


1 PRESENT for the peruſal of thiſe who have goed © 
eyes, (and thoſe that have not may uſe ſpectacles) a fort 
of prodigy an opera never atted—without prologue or 
epilogue, and containing twenty ſongs without one tune, 
As to the firſt deficiency — if Tam aſted the reaſan“e that it 
has not walked its night on theatrical beards ?”” I can 
aſſign none; but, perhaps, before you peruſe balf the work, : 
it will tell its own tale—and yu will not defire to have 1 
the queſtion reſslved. — As to the want of prologue and 
epilogue—T acknowledge this would be a capital failure 
in ſtage trick, though I cannot ſee, how they can be neceſ- 
ſary for a cliſet peruſal - perhaps you are of a different 
opinion a roaſt fow! you think not eatable without the 
lever and gizard truſſed under the pinions : if this is 
„Deu muſt ſuppoſe that it originally was properly 
dreſſed up for market, but ſyme unlucky cat has run 
_ away with the neceſſary appendages. Perhaps, if I had 
produced them ſecundum artem, 1 might deem them 
mighty clever you, quite the reverſe, and thus 4 - 
Js me. As a Sth architect, in zhe 72 of Man 


„ 208 


— ——ů — —-— 


vi „ SEERCS, 

who, having executed a few years back, a bridge over 
a rivulet—erefed two flone uprights on the battle- 
ments, and placed a beam acroſs them, for all the world 
as like a gallows as one egg is like another; and when 
the aſtoniſhed beholders defired to know its uſe, ** hand 


_— (cried hineft Sawney) what gait gang your 


eyen ? dona ye hen its an ornament ?” As to my not 


fixing tunes to my ſongs believe me, that T think I 
have very pretty fort of tunes for them all; but I have 


modeſty enough to repreſs them— for if they were either 


conveyed to you by notes, or by my own vocal perform 


ance, I am afraid you would not deſcry their merit. 
J am aware now, that on the peruſal of this piece, ſome 
cood-natured friend wil! tell me, that ſimilar incident 


and characters have been produced on the ſtage before.” 


This may be very true. — Now, as people have for time 
immemorial enjoyed ſive ſenſes, is it to be expetted J 
am io add a new one or is it to be ſuppoſed that at 
this era of the world - a poor author can find out any 
novel characters and incidents, when the fineſt writer 
of his time ſome thouſand years back has declared, 


that even then there was nothing new under the 


7 ſem. 2% On, Suppeſe 1 was FOR to a little ſqualling 


 bantling, 


. Nothing convinces me more, of the truth of this principle, 


than, what occurred to me fince I wrote this preface. Having by 


accjdent taken vp Sir John Vanbrug's famous play of the Provo- 
ked Wiſe, (which 1 ſolemnly declare had never fallen into my 


hands before,) 1 found a drunken ſcene, ſo fimilar, in the firſt ap- 
| pearance 
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banthng, whoſe features bore a bad reſemblance to my 
neighbour's handſome child, is that any reaſon that I 


ſhould drown or ſmother it? no in good faith ( as Honeſt 


Sancho ſays / tet the ben live though it Gries the pip. 


F wilt now end my preface, for two reaſons — firſt, 


becauſe my friend Polionius ſays, © brevity is the foul 


of wit ;” and ſecondly, becauſe my reader may have 
already thought it too long. All T have te add is, that 
to thoſe who ſpeak good-naturedly of my little perform- 
ance, 1 ſhall return my warmefl thanks —and thoſe, who 
do not, cannot expect them, Oc.“ 


pearance to my own—ittended alſo by a concomitant one of the 
- party been brought before a juſtice, &c, (nay even the toaſt given 


© confuſion to order,” fo almoſt directly ſimilar to mine of © health 


« to confuſion, ) that had not my piay (which has been written 
three years back, and which may account for ſome ſeeming in- 
accuracy in reſpect to incidents, &c.) been then abſolutely in the 


preſs, I ſhould have been tempted to have withdrawn it; yet T had 
ſome little conſolation, in reading a page further, to find Æſop's 


queſtion, and the fine lady's anſwer in Garrick's Lethe bear- 
ing as ſtrong a reſemblance to thoſe between the juſtice and Sir 
John Brute, and 1 met with Tom and Phillis in the Conſcious 


Lovers in the very next ſcene, in Razor and Madamoſelle, 


# 
: 


— —— OTIS 
as ton AO oe —— 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


A. 


Sir. Fenton Aylaer, Bart, Donodea, Ireland. 


Rev. T. Armitſtead, Cheſter. 
Mr. Aſhcroft, Preſcot. | 
Mr. Thomas Aſhton, Liverpool. 
Mr. William Atkinſor, ditto. 

| B. 
John Blackburne, Eſq. M. P. Orford. 
Mr. Bover, Warrington. 


Mr. Birtch, ditto. 


Lady Brooke, Norton. 
Thomas Brooke, Eſq. M. P. Norton. 


Mrs. Brooke, ditto. 
William Beecher, Eſq. Ballygiblin, Ireland. 


John Boles, Eſq. Altimira, ditto. 
Mrs. Bold, Bold Hall, 5 Copies. 


Miſs Everilda Bold, Cheſter. 
Miſs Eleanor Bold, ditto. 


Mr. Bowman, Warrington. _ 

Rev. Mr. Brickell, Caſtle Knock, 1 reland. 
Mrs. Brickell, ditto. 

Hon. F. E. Brown, London. 

Richard Birley, Eſq. Blackburn. 

John Birley, Eſq. ditto. | 

H. H. Birley, Eſq. ditto. 

Mrs. Birley, ditto. _ 

Rev. Mr. Blackburne, Thelwall. 


Thomas 


22 5 2 2 HO») tm: 


han eg — 


ay — — — — ed — pi = — A JIA = 


] 
I 
] 
| 


Mr. B. Brom field, N 


Miſs F. Brown, ditto. 
Mrs. A. Burton, ditto. 


"gs g 
368 


Mis Brett, ditto. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Thomas Langford Brooke, Eſq. Mere Hall. 
Miſs Bancks, Warrington, 


S. Brown, Efq. Chace Hall. 


Thomas Burton, Eſq. ditto. 
Mr. S. Brett, London. 


C. 

Miſs Cox, Dromore, Ireland. 

Miſs Alice Cox, Bridgetown, ditto. 

Rev. John O*Connor, D. D. F. R. I. A. late F. * c. D. g 
Caſtle Knock, ditto, 6 Copies. 

Mrs. O*Connor, ditto. 

George O*Connor, Eſq. ditto. 

Thomas Cholmondeley, Eſq. Vale Royal. 

Charles Cholmondeley, Eſq. ditto. 

Mrs. Charles Cholmondeley, ditto. 

Miſs Cholmondeley, ditto. _ | 

Hugh Cholmondeley, Eſq. Brazen-Noſe Calle, o Oxford. 

Mr. J. Cotgreave, Tarvin. 

Rev. William Clarke, Barrow. 

Rev. Mr. Checkley, Ormſkirk. 

Miſs Chapman, Liverpool, 

Richard Cardwell, Eſq. Blackburn, 

Richard Cardwell, jun. Eſq. ditto. 

Mrs. Cooper, Overleigh Hall. 


Peter Dutton, Eſq. Warrington. | pos 
Mrs. Dakin, Warrington. - | | 

Rev. William Dunn, Charleville, Ireland. 
Mrs, Dickenſon, Tarvin, | | | 
Mr. 


— OI I EEE Cee. 


* SUBSCRIBERS. 
Mr. Devaynes, Liverpool. 
Mr. William Davies, ditto. 
Mr. Richard Denton, ditto. 
E. ; 4 
William Egerton, Eſq. M. P. Tatton FIRE: 3 
Mrs. Egerton, ditto. 3 
Miſs Egerton, ditto. ; 3 
Maſter Wilbraham Egerton, ditto. | Y 
Maſter Thomas Egerton, ditto. 
George Evans, Eſq. Caſtle Freke, Ireland. 9 
Mr. Eyres, Warrington. 1 
Mr. John Eaton, Cheſter. 7 
Mr. Edmonds, late of the 74th Regiment, Preſcot. | YN 
Mr. Timothy Elliſon, e A 


| | F . | "= 
Sir John Freke, Bart. M. P. Caſtle Freke, Ireland. 
Edward Deane Freeman, Eſq. Calle Car, ditto. 


Mr. Fitchitt, Warrington. | 
William Fielden, Eſq. Blackburn. 


4 8 WP <> 8 
a2 xy 2 
STI . e 8 
ER. 2 ENT þ nr ZAP 
CL OE Je * 


G. 
Richard Gwillym, Eſq. Bewſey Hall. 
Mr. J. Glazekrook, Warrington. 
Septim. Gorſt, Eſq. Preſton. N 
Mr. M. Gregſon, Liverpool. „ 1 
Stephen Green, Eſq. Readnill. 2 
Travers Green, Eſq. ditto. 

Hl Rev. Mr. Hockenhall, Lymme. 
. Bold Heſketh, Eſq. Roſſal. 
lf Henry Joſeph Heard, Eſq. Douglas, 1 


William 


.i- 


A . Le 


Mr. Kendrick, Warrington. 


— — — 
— ñ — — — Ü—mẽ on — — — 


SUBSCRIBERS. «i 
William Harris, Eſq. Aſſolus, Ireland. 


Mrs. Heſkerh, Roſſal. 
liſs Heſketh, ditto. 
Miſs Hunt, Mollington. 


Mrs. Heſketh, Warrington. 


Rev. John Uſher, F. T. C. D. Ireland. 


Robert Hodgkinſon, Eſq. Preſcot. 


Robert Higginbotham, Eſq. Caſtle Knock, Ireland. 


Miſs Higginbotham, ditto. 
Mr. C. D. Henchman, Cheſter. 


Miſs Howarth, Liverpool. 


John Hornby, Eſq. Blackburn. 
James Hornby, Eſq. Kirkham. 
Richard Hull, Eſq. Blackburn. 
Mr. James Hargreaves, Liverpool. 
Mr. James Higham, ditto. 

Mr. Henry Hunt, ditto. 

Mr. 'Thomas Harriſon, ditto. 
Mr. Richard Harley, ditto. 

Mr. R. Hunter, ditto. 
Mr. William Hunter, ditto. 

Mr. Thomas Harris, ditto. 
Mr. George Haſledon, ditto. 
Mr. R. Hardman, ditto. | 


„ 
John Jones, Eſq. Cork, Ireland. 
Rev. Mr. Jeffries, Newcaſtle, Ireland. 


J. Jackſon, Eſq. Mort, Ireland. 


Mr. Jones, Warrington. 
| K. 
Mrs. Ker, Charleville, Ireland. 


Mis : 


3 


7 
5 
« 
7 


* SUBSCRIBERS. 
Miſs Kingſley, Liverpool. 


Mr. John King, Liverpool, 


L. 


Mr. Thomas 1 W arrington. 

Mr. Joſeph Lee, ditto. 

Rev. Mr. Lloyd, ditto, 3 Copies. 

Rev. John Lombard, Dromore, Ireland, 
Mrs. S. Lombard, ditto. 


Miſs F. Lombard, Lombardſtown, Ireland. 


Rev. Edward Lombard, ditto. 


Captain Lombard, 94th Regiment, ditto. 
William Lombard, Eſq. ditto. 
William Locke, Eſq. Newcaſtle, Ireland, 


William Lyſaght, Eſq. Mount North, Ireland. 
Edward Lyſaght, Eſq. ditto. 


JJ 


H. A. Leiceſter, Eſq. Aſhton Hayes. 


Mrs. Leiceſter, ditto. 
Mr. Langriſh, Liverpool. 


Mrs. Langriſh, ditto. 


Miſs Langriſh, ditto. 


Mrs. ]. Lynom, London. 
Miſs Lynom, ditto. 
James Lynom, Eſq. ditto. 


Thomas Lenark, Efq. ditto. 
Mrs. Lenark, ditto. 
M.iſs Lenark, ditto, 
Sam. Luſinan, Eſq. ditto. 
J. P. Lufinan, Eſq. ditto, 


M. 
Mr. Maire, Warrington. 


88 Moſs, Warrington, 2 Copies, 


| Mrs. 


ann r IT. * 1 =" "at —_—_ 7 r 
5 "x; SHS EIS 8 b - 5 © AEM ett rt BESS R * WR VAL. 2 1 
( ³ Ü¹mäAA 1d a So Ep ee c 
4 5 : a x 1 
g = AR — 8 


E 


Wi = = 41 I», — — — — — 2 — — 


rs. 


# Counteſs of Orkney, 6 Copies. 


73 . 1 N YT kn at De 
3 * 8 "SY. ** : 7 1 
2 5 enen TIPS apr - 
* 5 RD — 

3 AT ö 

4 1 


SUBSCRIBERS. xiii 
Rev. Mr. Magee, F. T. G. 5. 


Mrs. Murtogh, Warrington. 


Sir William Morley, Hinley, Ireland. 


Lady Morley, ditto. 


Maſter Morley, ditto. 


Lieutenant Colonel Martin, Cheſter Caſtle, 


Mr. William Mackay, ditto. 

Bertie Markland, Eſq. Blackburn, 

Mr. Moſs, Liverpool. 

Mr. Edward Molyneaux, Liverpool. 

William Morton, Eſq. Aubrey Ville. 
Mrs. Morton, ditto. 

Miſs Morton, ditto. _ 

Miſs A. Morton, ditto, 

Mrs, Aa Dublin. 


N. 


John 8 Eſa. Dromore, Ireland. 
Mrs. Newman, ditto. 


Miſs S. Newman, ditto. 


John Neville, Eſq. Blackburn. 
Mr. T. Naylor, Liverpool. 
Mr. Charles Nalder, ditto. | 


O. 


— 
5 


Mr. James Okell, Cheſter. 
Mr. — Liverpool. 


P. 

Doctor Pemberton, Warrington, 

Rev. William Perry, Dromore, Ireland. 
Brudenal Plumer, Eſq. Mount Plumer, ditto. 
John Purcell, Eſq. Temple Mary, ditto. 

Miſs Pemberton, Warrington, 


b = William 


xiv SUBSCRIBERS. 


William rie Eſq. Cheſter. 
Mr. Proctor, Tarvin. 
Mr. J. Packer, Liverpool. 
Mr. Henry Pennington, ditto. 
William Page, Eſq. London. 

Mrs. Page, ditto. 
Mr. W. J. Packer, ditto. 
ä Mrs. en, ditto. 


. 


James Rogers, Ela. Clarefield, Ireland, 
Mr. Thomas N Cheſter. e 


8. 
Mr. Stanton, Covent, Re : 
J. B. Stopford, Eſq. Lombardſtown, Ireland ; 
Mrs. Stopford, ditto, _ 
Miſs Stopford, Charleville, ditto. 
Rev. Joſeph Stopford, ditto. 
Mrs. Stopford, ditto, _ 
Rev. William Stopford, Ireland. 
Rev. William Stopford, Vicardale ditto. * 
Rev. Joſeph Stopford, F. T. C. D. 10 Copies. 7 
Rev. Joſeph Stopford, ditto, for his friends? Sublerip- 
, > 00-80 Copies. 
; Miſs Stanton, Greenfield. 
William Sample, Eſq. Laytown, Iretand. 
Mrs. Sample, ditto. 
Miſs Sample, ditto. 
Miſs W. Sample, ditto. 
Mr. John Shaw, Iddens Hall. 
Mr. Simpſon, Chace Hall. 
Stewart, Eſq. Preſcot. 


William! 


IM 
„ ON IF > 
crip- 
1 wh 1 
1 B27 
» 27 . 


Wiams 


Rev. Mr. Whitehead. 
Mrs. Watkins, Warrington. 


SUBSCRIBERS — wv 
William Tatton, Eſq. Tatton Park. 


Thomas Taylor, Eſq. Lymme Hall. 
Mr. Tergent, of his Majeſty's Marines, Warrington. 
Mr. C. Todd, Liverpool. 


F rancis Thonkmorton, Eſq. London. 
4 


Mr. i Sales, Cheſter Caſtle, 


William Verner, Eſq. London. 


Rev. Chriſtopher P. Wallis, Renny, Ireland. 


William Wrixon, Eſq. Ballygiblin, ditto. 


Mrs. Wrixon, ditto. 


John Wrixon, Eſq. ditto. 
Richard Wrixon, Eſq. ditto. 
Matthew Weld, Eg. Lodge, Ireland. 


Matthew Weld, Eſq. jun. T. C. Dublin, ditto. 


Mr. T. Whitby, Tarvin. 


Rev. John Willan, St. Mary, Cheſter. 
Rev. E. Watkin, Barrow. 


Mr. R. Wainwright, Liverpool. 
William Wilſon, Eſq. Leatown. 
F. Wilſon, Eſq. ditto. 


Mrs. T. Wilſon, ditto. 


Dramatis 


OE 


 Dramatis Perſon. 


Mr. FENTON, an elderly Gentleman of Fortune. 
Mr. DAZZLE, an old Debauchee. 
Mr. FREDERICK DAZZLE his Son, 
Mr. BELWOOD, a Gentleman of Fortune. 
Mr. BENEVOL his Brother. 
Mr. GUZZLE, a Juſtice. 


Mr. SCAMPER, a licentious Pander 


Mr. CRAYON, a Deſigner in Chalks. 
Seignor CAPERINO, an Italian Dancing Maſter. 

' BILLY, the Juſtice's Clerk. 
CHANTILLON, a foreign Valet. 

Drunken Companions to F rederick, Landlord Con- 
_ ales, &c. | 


WOMEN. 


| Mrs. BELWOOD. | 
Mrs. ARCOT, Siſter to old Dazzle and Widow of a 

YE, © Sd | 
Miſs CYNTHIA WARREN. 

Miſs JUDY GUZZLE. 
FANNY, Miſs Fenton's Maid. FE 
JENNY, Maid to Mr, Donn, ſenior. 
Children, Ke. | 15 


| yy 8 a1 | GY 


CZ 


THE 


BIRTH NIGHT, 


OK 


FRENCH MODERN REFORMATION. 


5 8 0 RS 23 . £ Ir fe A EM EN 2 2 7 8 
N n 8 I N 1 — 1 PPV "ES 9 
x Fat {0-8 5 — 3 2 8 8 PET „ es Ts WEST Oy r 
Fc —— c 5 

E NN | OV EAT fs LS, FRET Ber YEAST Wen 5 Nu” 5 £ - 7 


SCENE I. ACT. I. 


f SCENE a Parlour. Mr. DAZZLE's Houſe. Mr. 
FREDERICK DAZZLE, Mr. TIERCE and Servant. 


=” Prederick. I TELL you, Francis, I am engaged; 1 
\. won't be peſtered by any ſnivelling wench—does ſhe think 
I am the capt officer let her go. to the poor houſe ! ! rat 
me ing.) 


3 What now ! pay a dead horſe for his trouble ? 
= FEgad that's a frolic 
3 Would give me the colic, _ | | 
And make me a poor pitiful buble. I 
Why adſo, to be ſure I did win her, 

But when once the good haunch 


# 
[ ? 
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7 her. 


7 Bo THE BIRTH NIGHT: 


Is ſecure in our paunch, 
Pray who likes to pay for the dinner. 


Here's my maxim, I care not who knows it, 
My laſt guinea Pd part, 
To gain a maid's heart, 

Not a farthing when once ſhe beſtows i it. 


Wenches think it all true when we ſwear it ; - 
But ſuch oaths never keep, 
Flying off in our ſleep, 

Like the vapours of . or claret. 


Francis. Poor F anny Williams 15 below too, Sir—it 


would break your honour's heart to ſee her—ſhe has 


fainted twice in the ſervants? hall. 

Frederick. What the devil are they come to huge me 
in couples like Macheth's wives : tell them Mr. Tierce 
is ſo good as to father one of the children, and PI beſtow 


S you the other. 


Ms. Tire... Yor we ery e fir: 
Frederick. Yes, yes, all a piece of frolic, you know : 


it ſhall be ſent home to Mrs. Tierce with a pap-ſpoon and F ; 


coral—nurſing will do her good, it will clear her com- 
plexion.— As for you, Francis, you are a poor devil, 
ſo I'll give you my lait birth-day ſuit, by way of a dowry, 
and, by the by, it coſt me a coo! hundred then Fanny 


and you may Keep a gin ſhop, or fell old clothes at St, 


Glles's. 
Francis. Your honour knows I am 3 
Frederich. Keep her for your miſtreſs then rot me, 
but I honour you, you dog. Lord Squeek offered me 
five hundred Poungs for her the very morning 1 debauch d 
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THE BIRTH NIGHT. 3 


Francis. But, Sir, what anſwer am J to give at pre- 
ſent? 18 > 5 | 5 
Frederick, Oh, I ſuppoſe the wretches want money 


adſo I forgot—here, give them half a crown, and tell 


them if they don't peſter me I ſhall get them admitted 


into the lying-in-hoſpita!, and place the brats among the 


foundlings Come, Sir, no murmuring here, do as 1 
command you, and if they don't ſcamper from the 5 955 | 


I'll fend for the pariſh beadle—fink me 


[ Exit Francis, 


So much for them—now to buſineſs —— (They fence. ) 


'That's a neat hit, _ me——a hit, Mr. Tiexce, a pal- 


pable hit. 


Tierce. 


Frederick. 


Dierce. 
a hit. 


Frederick. Zooks, call it what you pleaſe—had it been | 


a ſword, would it not have paſt through your lungs ? 


Tierce. Perhaps it might, Sir; but that's nothing to 


the purpoſe, it was unſcientifically done—it was more 
like cudgelling than fencing——hold up your point, Sir, 


now on your defence, Sir, 


Frederick. Ha, ha,—ha, ha, why dere! it was again, 
Tierce. Pugh, Mr. Dazzle, you are a damn'd bad fen- 


cer; I ſhall never make any thing of you—T'd a as ſoon 
tence with a Smithfield bullock. | 


B 2 Faid 


That a hit, Sir tut, tut, Sir, you know | 
nothing about the matter; it was a falſe W a hit 

that would not tell. Fo 
An hit that would not t tell What an i 
Pray did not the —_ of my foil hit you under the right 5 
breaſt? | 


Yes, it hit me, to be ſure; that i is, you call it 


ſee, this was your 
lounge — firſt to feign a tierce, ſo— then a carte over the 
arm, fo——ha, ha | 


= — —U— — A SR — — 
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4 Frederick, Fence with a Smithfield bullock Did! 
dos that ſcientifically? ( frikes bim ) ah, Mr. Tickle- 1 
| = 
Il pitcher 1 
i Enter SCAMPER. 
| | Aae What at it again! Bravo, r my boy—keep 
0 j it up; nothing like having your hand in readineſs, _ 

1 Tierce. Yes, Sir; but he may have his hand too ready, 


as he ſhall find to his coſt. I promiſe you, Sir, you ſhall 
hear from me you young puppy—— 
( Frederick Snatches the foil from his hand and flings it 
oat of doors, throwing his own after it.) | 
Frederick, And now, Sir, you and your cartes and 
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bit tierces may go to the devil, and tell the old gentleman, 
11 by way of news, that to run a man — the — 1s 
= | _ a falſe lounge. 
1 Tierce. Very well, Sie, very well, — you ſhall hear 
from me. - | Extt. 
Frederick, Au Revoir 3 Scamper, any news? 
Scamper. Belwood is wid from the continent, = 
V Frederick. Indeed! = 
[| Scamper. Truth, I aſſure 8 you may hd; in 
T1 need of your weapon of defence, if the report you ſpread 
1 to his prejudice comes to his ears—you may have freſh ? 
1 work upon your hands. "4s 
1 Frederick. Have at him—nothing like life, rot me— x | 
| he was near ſlipping my wind once, now I ſhall try to 
| return him the compliment here Thomas, Thomas, 1 | 
hand me down my piſtols from my drefling room —— = - 
|; oY Scamper. In the name of wonder, for what; Come, 1 
Wh | come, Frederick, lay aſide this violence. = 
14 | Frederick. Oh charming that! You turn methodift ! 3 
1 ha, ha, ha, morality is a n, J find - daſh my brains 
SH 4 
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if I don't either cuckold him or he ſhall ſconce me—how 
do you know that the raſcal is arrived? 


Scamper. I met his brother Bennevol's ſervant, who 
told me that Belwood was only detained at Dover by the 
caſual meeting of a friend who was embarking for the 
continent; but come, hang it, Frederick, let us ſtart 


freſh game—his wife will never come to; N con- 


ſider their intimacy with your father. 
Frederick. Sink their intimacy: you know the old 


Codger and I never go into the ſame company once a 


year Shoot the huſband, that's my ſcheme — ſhoot 
with his wife, by 


way of conſoling her. Nothing like an intrigue with a 


| widow in weeds under the gloomy ſhade of a mourning 


Cyprus, with a huſband's urn in proſpective—that 5 gal- 


lantry in perfection rot me. 


Scamper. I ſwear we ſhall never make any thing of it, 


me is too well protected. 


Frederick. Rot her protection! what: by a brother 


and a huſband, the one only fit to fing ballads in a froſty 
night to the moon, and the other to hold a caudle cup for 


the midwife : make mummies of them both and ſend 


them to the Britiſh muſeum—that's the cut, ſink me. 


Scamper. Yes, but there is ſome danger that they may 


Preſent you in a glaſs-caſe firſt. 


Frederick. Danger, man, is the very ſoul of the buſi- 


Ax neſs—rot me, do you think I mean to ſleep over plea- 
ure, or enjoy luxury reclining with my legs acroſs a ſofa, 
like an eaſtern glutton?—no, no, hang it a little Cayan 


in the ſauce for me. 


0 Sings. ) 


Tis danger ada poſſeſſion, 
Without trouble no honours we gain, 
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And pleaſures ſoon loſe their impreſſion 
When they come unattended with pain, 


The honey is mingled with bitter, 

Which the bees from the poppy extract, 
Whilſt roſes, with perfume much lweeter, 
Their attention can never attract. 


In deciphering pleaſure or ſorrow, 

We muſt feel the effects they bring forth; 
Nor this day be known from to-morrow 
If dull ſameneſs united them both. 


Enter SERVAN T with Piltels. 


Frederick. Now for a long ſhot of ſeven paces—here 
you, Sit, pin this card to the wainſcot. 
| Scamper. Hey day, what! in the parlour. 
Frederick. Rot the parlour - why not — ſpoil old 


_ dad's paint, that's all. Now have at it. I lay a cool 
hundred that in the ſecond ſhot I cut the ace—— here 
we go, dead for a hundred - fires )—See here, Scamper, |: 
it would have been right through the e the 
touch. $ 


2 SERVANTS ina  Friphe. 25 
Cook, Oh mercy! maſter Fred. what's the matter ? 


we are all terrificated out of our inſiſtence. 


Frederick. Now for a level among the green geeſe— 
a ſlap at Doll's top knot— 


(As he preſents the piftel at them they all ſcreech and 1 


run Out, overturning Old Daxxle, who Was en- 

| | tering. IN” 3 
O. Dazzle. What, eh—the n 0 there: what 
is all this ?=damni 155 if wy have not broke my arm. Here, 
| 74 ſay, 
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I ſay, you young villain, what the devil do you mean— 


come here, firrah, help me up. 


Frederick, Now, LEAuIPer s for a clean ſhot 3 


hold your head ſteady, old 
cock, or I may crack your noddle. | 


O. Dazzle. p top. — what, you dog, murder your | 
father— 

Spanker, Nay, nay, Sir, don't mind him, it is all a 
mo ET; „„ n 

O. Daxxle. Frolic, Sir, all a frolic; perhaps you _ 


may think ſo and who are you, Sir, and your frolics? (r:/es ) 
ay, Sir, who are you? as for you (to Frederick) you 


graceleſs whelp I'll diſinherit you. 


Frederick. What dock the entail with all my nth; 
old Codger, if you can. 


O. Daxzle. Split me if I leave a nick fanding on 

the eſtate ſtrong enough to whip a cat, or a tenant's houſe 

that ſha'nt have more owls than rats in it. | 
Frederick, Can't run away with the acres old boy ! 


O. Dazz/e. Rot me but I'll fink them in a general 
ſwamp—Frogs and toads ſhall pay you rent, and you 
may ſend a bittern as an agent to collect it I'll draw 


every ſink for fifty miles round into its center, fo that the 


poor devils that remain ſhall breath nothing but peſtilence, 


till they rot away like Dutchmen in the ſtreets of Batavia. 


Frederick. Come, come, don't be filly, let me have 
but one ſhot —the air will whiſtle through your lungs 


like the foul wind out of a cider tap. 


O. Dazzle. 


Get out of my houſe, firrah. 
Frederick, 


Nay then, ſince you are ſo hs another 


touch at the card. ( fires) 


O. Dazzle, Impertinent puppy, is this the 3 | 
| F rederick, 


indeed 
But when his worſhip came to woo, 
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Fe. Due to you i =——b, ha, e 


« He could find none but de cuckoo”—{cackoo, 1 Sc. 

O. Dazzle. Get from my houſe you ungracious pup- 
py, and the firſt of my ſervants that dares to open the 
door to you ſhall ind 1 it ſhut — himſelt- out of my 
houſe, Sir— 


Frederick. An odd ſhot through the right curl, old 
withered ſhanks. 


(As he goes out O. Dazzle runs after him 10 frrike him.) 
Scamper. A rare couple, a bleſſed father and as bleſſed 

a fon-——egad I'll ſhift my quarters, this chap will milk 
no longer I find—— ſo to turn honeſt out of policy, I 


mall take care to counteract his plot on Cynthia Fenton; 


I may touch a hundred or two by diſcovering his deſigns 


. againſt her, and I am certain 1 ſhan't get a guinea by 


keeping the ſecret, ſo let the devil take friendſhip for 


a me. . Exit. | 


SCENE II. ACTI. 


Mr, BELWOOD's Houſe ; a Parlour. Mrs. BEL- 
15 | WOOD and Mr. BENEVOL. 


Mr. Benevdl. Nay, ſiſter, don't be ſo uneaſy. 
Mrs. Belwood, How can J appear otherwiſe ? 

M. Benewol. Be a little more conſiderate and leſs 
fretful ; cheer up your ſpirits, a few hours will re-unite 
you: as for his delay at Dover, faith he was perfectly in 
the right of it. If he had allowed his Lordſhip to lip 
off 
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off to the continent without giving him ſome: ſecurity, he 
would have had no chance to have ſeen his money again. 
Mrs. Belwood., You talk fo coolly of a few hours ab- 
ſence, as if they were a few minutes; conſider how my 
feelings have been already ſported with—his hazarding 
his life in the firſt inftance—then becoming an exile from 
my arms—and now to delay behind for ſuch a paltry 
conſideration. | 
Mr. Benevel. Now you have completed it two 
thouſand pounds a paltry confideration=— |! ! but you 
ladies are always ſo ready to accuſe—you would not have 
expected him this week had he not diſpatched me before 
him, which he did merely to gratify you, by the intelli- 
gence of his arrival. But come, let us change the ſub- 
jet, and talk of the dear faſcinating Cynthia Oh 
Jemima, how coldly ſhe received me; yet even fo, ſhe 
was beautiful— beautiful !!! there is not a term in John- 
ſon's Dictionary ſufficiently deſeriptive. 


Mrs. Belwoed, Or a flight of fancy in the whole of 


{ Bells poetic collection, that could exaggerate her qua- 


lifications. 

Mr. Benevol. Except Shenſtone, dear Shenftone—the _ 
warmth of his colouring, the chaſteneſs of his tints, the 
beauty of his imagery 

Mrs. Bekwoed. e 

Mr. Benewol. To ſpeak of her in woke 15 profacation. 


( Sings.) 


J have ſeen a ſweet role dera in her breaſt, 
Yet fading ſeem pleas'd with its doom; 

It drooping reclin'd with a ſigh to its reſt, 
Whilſt a fragrance of ſweet was its tomb. 


An 
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An innocent lamb who had friſt'd it aſtray, 
(As conſcious of worth) in her train, 

With envy o'erpreſt, I met on her way, 
Rejoining the ſheep-fold again. 


A dove, who conceiv'd ſhe alone could be chaſte, 
Preſum'd to confront with her too; 
All her virtues ſhe own'd, when retreating in haſte, 
Were Cynthia, center'd i in you. 


With a woe-freighted heart ſhe flew to her mate, 
Then flutter'd and ſunk on the lawn: 

He coo'd to divert her, but, ah, he was late, 
She droop'd on his breaſt before morn. 


Ars. Bekwood. Well, now then to return to plain 
Engliſh and common ſenſe — have you deliver'd your 
commiſſion to her father? 
Mr. Beneve!, Flew with it on the moment of my 
arrival, I confeſs I found it a very troubleſome affair, 
for J was near having all my baggage ſerzed for ſmug- 
gling it over. I wiſh our men of fortune would content 
themſelves with the manufactures of their own country; 
however I was lucky enough to part with two foreign 
nuiſances at once, the parcel conſign'd to him, and the 
ſervant who carried it. 

Mrs. Bel vocol. What! the inſolent noiſy valet you 
imported 

Mr. Benevol. Verity the fame—Monficur Chantillon 
at your ſervice. Fenton, not being content with either 
Engliſh freedom, Engliſh clothes, or Engliſh ſervants, 
was fo weak as to conſider this fellow's gaſconading and 
e in the light of ſpirit and independence, ſo that 
when 
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when I conſented to part with bim he appeared as aud 


as if he had ſtumbled on the mines of Potoſi. 
Mrs. Belwood. 80 then you did not ſurrender him 


| 1 unwillingly? 


Mr. Bene wol. No, faith, but wich che beſt grace Jever 
aid any thing in the world ; for he will find this Pan- 


dora's box contains the effence of licentiouſneſs, ren- 


dered completely WEAR by knavery, lazineſs and 


impertinence. 


Mrs. Belauood. Upon my word a very generous con- 
ceſſion on your ſide. 

Mr. Bene vel. Nay but don't accuſe me «rongfully, | 
I threw out ſome hints of this nature, but they were all 
aſcribed to the prejudices of education. 

Mrs. Belword, What countryman is he? 

Mr. Benevol. Heaven knows !—I took him out of 
immediate neceſſity, ſo had little time to inquire into 
particulars, but I have reaſon to believe, from what I can 
collect when he is off his guard, that he is a deſerter from 


one of the continental armies—but he offered himſelf to 


me in the character of a Swiſs valet de chambre,—As a 
recompence for the wonderful obligation I have thus con- 
ferred on Mr. Fenton, I am engaged to dance in com- 
pany with his fair daughter this very night. 

Mrs. Belwood. There is to be a famous gala there in 


2 - honour of her birth-day ; but be on your guard, William 
you 


—you mult be armed at all points—you are to meet two 
formidable opponents—no leſs than father and ſon. e 
Mr. Beuewol. You ſurprize me ! 
Mrs. Belwood, Poſitively fa&—that old wicked de- 
bauchee, and unprincipled rake Dazzle, and his ſon, both, 


taking advantage of your abſence, pay their addreſſes to 
her. | 


Mr. 


2 THE BIRTH NIGHT. 


Mr. Benevol. I thought the young gentleman's wound 
would have cured him a little but are you ſerious ? 

Mrs. Belwood. Poſitively fact — ſhe has behaved to me 
of late with ſuch ſingular hauteur, that I have been 
forced much againſt my inclination to diſcontinue m 
viſits, for I know her to be a truly amiable girl: but a 


boarding ſchool education has been her misfortune, where 


vice has been familiarized under the title of Romance, 
and breaches of duty and delicacy are lofrened down to 


love and gallantry. 


Mr. Bene vol. Siſter, you are too ſevere, ſuch opinions 


can't poſſibly have any effect on her conduct. 


Mrs. Belzwoed, You are miſtaken, ſhe thinks the vo- 


latile airs and rude impertinences of young Dazzle, are 


the elegant manners of faſhionable life, and abſolutely 


carries on a correſpondence with him unknown to her 


father, who it ſeems favours the Arete of the anti- 


quated beau. 


Mr. Beneucl. From what motive ? „ n 
Mr. Belwood. He thinks, by ſo doing, to make the | 


old wretch a channel, by which he may ingratiate himſelf 


into the good graces of his ſiſter, Mrs. Arcot, an old 
flame of his, who is now on her paſſage from India, with 


an immenſe fortune, having lately interred her huſband— 
| ſuch at leaſt is the ſurmiſe. 


Mr. Benewol. What the plague—here i is a bite con- 
ſpiracy againſt me— but hang it what do I care I am 
not in love —-am I——they ſay love begins with a tick- 


ling about the heart let me ſee — let me ſee — then I am 


certainly a dead man, for your information creates a 


range flutter here. 


| Enter 


THE BIRTH NIGHT. 13 


Enter SERVANT» 


Servant. My maſter, madam, my maſter — 
Mrs. OA; Where, John—oh, where —— 


me 
been 7 Runs out—Mr. Benewvol Aller. J 
my | 
ut a 5 
ow denn UM, er. 
n to SCENE the Hall. Mr. BELWOOD . to the 
N eaten. 
nons e 2855 vows 
Mr. "FIND! Here's your money, my , Ini—excctiont 
vo- ſummer accommodation in your chaiſe, for it has charm- 
are 1 ing ventilators in every corner. | [Exit poſtillion. 
S| 3 Enter Mrs. BELWOOD runming, Sos. by 
ns Mr. BENEVOL. 
5 Mrs. Belwood. Oh, where is my Belwood ? 

1 Mr. Belwoed. Here, my love—here, in my Jemims' 8 
> the Ams. 
nſelf , * Mrs, Belauood. Here, nw, let me hold the precious 
ge #1 F Wanderer for ever — my heart will burſt with } ** 
wh my Thomas—my faithful Thomas. | 
9 61 Mr. Belwood. 1 "OM abſence alone can purchaſe ſuch a 

happy moment 
con- Enter two FEMALE Cainvakx. 
5 Bosh. Papa——oh, my papa 
ack- | Mr. Belwood, My dear little Beſo——ha, charming 
= 0 e 8 you: my dear children, 
oy ; ( Kiffes them.) 
| 22 Girl. Oh, papa, you ſhall never go away = 
3 us again —neither Maria or Jever eat a dit of the plum 


O 


cake 
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cake you gave us long, long ago, becauſe we waited tor 


you to divide it. 


Toungeſt. No, Papa, we would have died firſt, ſo we 
would, 

Mr. . Charming little cherubs ! c Li es them 
again 

Mrs Belwoed. Nay, but Thomas—TI ſhall be jeatou 
of the brats——turn to me, my love 


Enter frorral SERVANTS, 2. him 75 


Sms. Your honour 18 welcome Dome = God 
bleſs your honour, 


Eater bis old STEWARD, and throws himſelf at his Feet. 

Steward. Ay, welcome, welcome, my good Sir— 
welcome to your dome this is a happy moment for the 

ors 
b Mr. Belauood. Riſe, thou worthy man; I am TTY to 
ſee you from my ſoul I am very happy to ſee you all 
Sally, my pretty girl, give me your hand James, how 
is your wife ? in the ſtraw yet ? 

James. Not yet, pleaſe your honour. 

Mr. Belaucod. Ah, Jemima ! it's now I feel the abſur- 
dity of my conduct heavens and earth! a man does not 
know the extent of his folly, who can barter ſuch happi- 
neſs for the ridiculous applauſe of a filly, diſſipated world!! 
Mr. Benevol. Nay, hang it, Belwood, you had a fair 
plea for your conduct : there is no perſon can condemn 
you in a caſe, where your feelings and honour were fo 
particularly call'd upon. 

Mrs. Belwood, William, William, I could almoſt hate 
you for that fooliſh word honour. Should a ridiculous, 
empty ſound make a man riſque a life, which is, as you 
ſee, 
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ſee, the happineſs of ſo many Look, my Thomas, 


at theſe little dear pledges of our affection, and your 
faithful ſervants. What a different aſpect would now 
have been worn in the houſe, had not Providence been 


your guide— Would the honour of the action (a word 5 
ſo much abuſed) have wiped away a tear of our diſtreſs. 


Hing, 


Vain honours falſe glare, like the vapour at eve, 
Is the phantom of error that ſhines to deceive; 
A glimmer, that virtue obſcures in its W 
And ſinks in a miſt, as its brilliancy fades. 


True honour, enray'd like the orbit on high, 
It's luftre extracts from the ſtores of the ſky, 
And ſhews, by the light of its far ſpreading beam, 
That Virtue's fair path is the paſſage to fame. 


My. Belwoed. Well, my Jemima, I promiſo you this 
meeting has told me more than the preaching of the whole 
bench of biſhops Pray, my friends, 1s dinner ready ? 
I ſhould be very glad to ſee it on the table—and in 
the mean time, my love, let me change my dreſs, as 
I feel myſelf very uncomfortable Come, William, 
let us adjourn by a previous queſtion ; but I believe you 
had better adjourn i it /ne die. 

Mr. Benevol. With all my heart I was going to ſay 
I ſhould have the honour of following you, ſiſter, only 
I forgot it was ſuch an unlucky word. 

Mrs. Belrooodl. Come, come, brother, I dor't like 
your pretending to miſunderſtand a term, that every ; 
action of your life proves you ſo perfectly converſant in. 


[Exeunt. 


C 2 N 
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vantage to me to trouble myſelf about leaving you an un- 


worn out debauchee I ſhould have a charming proſpect 4 
for an heir!!! x 


tomed to ſuch treatment, I aſſure you; either keep your 


ball room floor, I promiſe you. 
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SCENE IV. ACT. 1. 


NY TT Fan ID * ſe 
Mr. F ENO, Houſe ; the Parlour. Mr. FENTON bp 
and CYNTHIA. 1 
| Cynthia. $0, then, Sir, you don't infit on my marry- 14 
ing Mr. Dazzle. 1 
Mr. Fenton. Certainly not; 3 it ell be of great ad- Gs 


incumbered eſtate, if you were to be united to an old by 


Cynthia, Then I have lod very much miſtaken, Sir, 


Mr, Fenton. Very much, believe me —— No, no, 1 
girl, I wiſh only to cajole the old fool: but you muſt Þ* ple: 
however act with ſo much caution, that he may not ſul--- 
pect there is any duplicity in the buſineſs ; for if he does, que 
farewell my deſign on the nabob's widow. | ec 
Enter Mr. CRAYON i in a great hurry, with Chalks, 2 c. 3 


in his Hand. 


Crayon, Sir— Mr. Warren, Sir — I am not AY 
chattering baboons in order, or I'll chalk none of your 


Mr. Fenton. Why in ſuch a paſſion, Mr. Crayon ? 

Crayon. Paſkon, Sir |!-—I have good cauſe to be in 
a paſſion—to ſee a raſcally ſoup maigre ſcoundrel rub- 
bing out gods and demigods, altars and vaſes, that were 
fitter for the Vatican collection, than ornaments for a 
00 


2 A4. 
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Enter CHANTILLON. 
Chantillun. Who, you mean me, by one ſoup maigre 
ſcoundrel—you poor daub of de floor—you monſieur 


painter in de chalk-—— 


Mr. Fenton. What is the meaning of all this buflle ? 

Crayon. I—I, a daub of de floor! You chattering 
monkey—you apology for a man II a daub of 
de floor. —— Sir, 1 deſire to be paid for my trouble 
I, Sir, that am giving dinners to be made an aſſociate, 
and propoſe to treat with turtle, till I become a member, 
and then preſident of the Royal Academy, to be n 
by a French pigtail. 
 Chantillon. What be de F rench pigtail En ts, 

Mr. Fenton. Mr. Crayon, I am very ſorry to find 
that you are either hurt in your feelings as a gentleman, 
or interrupted in your employment as an artiſt : but be 
pleaſed to aſſign a cauſe for this diſturbance. 
 Chantillen. Vat! he not 19 85 de floor, vid de bou- 
quet and de motto. 

Crayon. Paint de devil and de motto—15 Mr. Crayon, 
the very mirror of painters, to be treated like a child, to 
have a hornbook held before him? {/ings) 


Egad, when I take up my bruſh, 

With the canvaſs diſplay'd on my cezels; 

The critics retreat with a bluſn, 
And creep to their garrets like weezels : 


Talk of pictures made out of old cloth, 

Or landſcapes defign'd by a poker! 

But, that's nothing to what I bring forth, 
When a beauty | paint with brown ochre, 


I ſcorn to be led by dame Nature, 
Or the rules of a fuſty old maſter ; 
HE 1 
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Whilſt, boldly I daub o'er each feature, 
All the world like diaculum plaiſter. 
If you can't tell a noſe from an eye, 
So think it a flaw, or defect; 
With a look of contempt, Sir, /ays 7, 
That's the happieſt touch of effect. 


Sir— Mr. Fenton, you are a gentleman, and ſhould 
protect the fine arts—you are a man that has travell'd, 
and ſeen the world, and ſhould be a critique in theſe 
matters. 

Mr. Fenton. Indiferent, "" ERA | 

Crayon, Well, Sir — you'll excuſe me, Te a 
am rather warm French raſcal !! as I was ſay- 
ing Mr. Fenton, Sir,—I had beſpangled the room 
with all the ſtars in the firmament—every conſtellation, 


Sir ;---the Great Bear drawn to nature, and the Little 


Bear the very cub of its mother. Between the wandering 


plane ts there were beautiful wreaths of jeſſamine, en- 


twin'd with ſweet ſmelling honey ſuckles ; and then cluſ- 
tered with roſes and lilies, bound with convolvolus knots, 


they formed a rich and fragrant border. In the center, 
Sir, was a happy deſign in honour of the day the birth of |: 
Venus there ſhe was, dripping wet, having juſt emerged Þ 


from the ocean, floating on a large oyſter ſhell 3 but 


ſuppoſed to be affected by the motion of the waves, ſhe 
ſpouts forth a rich caſcade of violets, which Cupid, who | 


rides aſtride a fine cod, receives in a porcelain diſh; 


whilſt Britannia in the character of Neptune, riding on 


a whale, thumps her on the back, to prevent ſuffocation 


2 dog, making water in a lady's muff. 
 Chantillon. Vat, vat, be de French lap- 90 you 
mean me, you chalk of de floor 


Crajen. 


-In one corner, there was a ſcarce Jewel—a French | 


— 
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Crayon. See, Sir, ſee— Mr. Fenton, I wil not be 
interrupted in this manner— 


Chantillon. Ah, but me will 1 interrupt—me do vat me 


- pleaſe—me ſnap my fingers at you. 


Mr. Fenton. Very true, Chantillon---but you wes allow 


Mr. Crayon the liberty of ſpeech as well as you. | 
Crayon. Then in the corner forming the tranſverſe 
angle, there was a cow, kicking a milk maid on the noſe, 


and ſetting it a bleeding—while beſide her lay a pail over- 
turned, and ſuch a ſtream of rich milk, that you would 


conceive it thick enough to convert into a cream cheeſe 


—then, Sir, in another angle was a pleaſing little jewel, 


bright in its tints, and happy in its execution. Love, 


and time pelting one another with ſnow-balls, in the 
ſhape of ladies? hearts—then, Sir, I was deſigning a beau- 


tiful chef d'ceuvre, of brilliant keeping, abounding in ima- 


gery, chaſte in its colouring, and ſtanding out in chiaro 


_ obſcuro—where mirth and diſſipation, charming as an- 
gels, were kicking morality and virtue, ugly as the devil, 


down the ſtairs aſcending the temple of fame. In that 
critical moment, in came this baboon ; and curſing me 
and my art; rubs flowers, temples, conſtellations, pla- 


nets, time, cupid, and the ſnow-ball hearts all to nothing 


---but zounds, Sir, I muſt be paid for my trouble 
Mr. Fenton. Chantillon, how dare you preſume to 
behave ſo impertinertly ? 


Chantillon. Impertinently l ma — pleaſe my 


ſelf; he put no bouquets, nor de pretty mottos—it was 
all de temple, and de bagatelle— me want de bouquet 


here, and de motto dere—and de motto here, and de 
bouquet dere—and ſo on, here and dere, and dere and 


here, and here and dere—it be one grand aſſemblage. 


Mr. Fenton. Well, faith, Chantillon there is ſomething 
light and whimfical in the fern I am ſure Mr, 


Cra yon 


GOT" IEEE —— 
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Crayon muſt prefer foreign taſte to the dull ennue of 


Engliſh genius; and upon the whole, I dare ſay he will 


adopt the idea, with ſome trifling variation, 
Crayon. Who, I Sir—I—1, go to the continent for 
ideas 


Sir, as I have them now, hung by eſquires, gentlemen of 


liberal and polite manners in the exalted 9 of So- 
merſet place. 
 Chamillon. Vat be de repion,. vat be de noiſe about 


all this nonſenſe — give me de chalk—me draw de bouquet 


and de motto me will ſhew vat be charming 


Mr. Fenton. Come, come, I am ſure Mr. Crayon 
won't be ſo unreaſonable as not to comply with my wiſhes 


Crayon. Comply !! Sir I'd as ſoon have my head 
ſtuck among the miniatures in the ſculpture room, where 
the light muſt ſhine through a man's body before he can 
there is ſe- 


ſee his picture — Sir, I will be conciſe 
venty pounds to be paid for my trouble 
Cynihia. Seventy pounds, Mr. Crayon !! — 
Mr. Fenton. Seventy pounds !! 
Chantillen. Ha, ſeventy pounds Monſieur Crayon ! 
Crayon. Yes, Sir, ſeventy pounds, and dog cheap too 


 —yes, Sir, I ſay, dog cheap: Lord Courtley gave me a 
hundred, for juft ſketching a defign fo light, that the firſt 


whiſk of my lady Oldrumple's damaſk petticoat puffed it 
all into duſt, and made it as clean as the palm of my hand 
— that, to be ſure was in Augutt, light and * for the 


ſeaſon — 


Cynthia, For FE for ſhawe—excals me, Papa, 
but this muſt not be—— gracious heavens! pay ſeventy 


pounds for n a een! '! Sir, you give this ball in 


_ honour 


-Mr. Fenton, I am not to be trifled with—do 
you wiſh to render me contemptible to futurity—my 
drawings would be conſidered as only fit to be hung on a 
ſtring among the ballads along privy garden wall not, 
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honour of me, and for my amuſement—but believe me, 
it will he very poor ſatis faction for me to reflect; that 
every ſtep I take acroſs the room, 1 deſtroy a ſum, that, if 
laid out in another way, might either pay an honeſt tradeſ- 
man, or make many a child of poverty invoke a blefling 
on our heads. (ng | 


| Since heaven beſtows all the wealth we poſſeſs, 
It ſhould fall like the dew, to nurture and bleſs — 
Should cheriſh the bloſſom, freſh drooping its head, 
And the willow, upraiſe from the ſhades of the dead. 


The benevolent heart may modeſtly ſay, 
| As Aurora's fair dawn, 
8 Freſh beams on the lawn, 
« My hand Gall relieve the diſtreſs of the day.” 


With a mind ſo intent, as he walks from the door, 

Nis footſteps are trac'd by the {miles of the poor : 
le cheers modeſt worth, without probing its pain, 
And no object of woe, ſeeks a bleſſing in vain. 


He may back to his manſion, then cheerfully read, 


As the fading of light,” 
Draws the ſhades of the night; 


And a heart full of bliſs be the guide to his bed. 


Crayon, Very well, madam—ſo you abuſe the moſt 
elegant faſhion of the day. 
Cynthia. Ah, no Sir, but the higheſt pitch of folly, dif- 


ſipation and vice pardon me, Mr. Crayon, I am 


very young, and therefore little qualified to decide in 


the errors of faſhion ; but you muſt excuſe a heart un- 
nacknied in vice, if it pleads againſt a luxury that ſo | 
daringly tramples on reaſon and humanity. 

 Chantillon, By Sar, me don't underſtand a word of 


all dat]! 


ih YAY 


— 
— 


—— —— — — 
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I am to fee you out- you be one great rogue 
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Crayon. No, faith, nor I either. 

Mr. Fenton. Ah, but 1 do, and feel it e n 
thia, ſweet girl, come to your father's arms am no: 
aſhamed to ſtand corrected, even by my child, when | 


feel my folly (kifes her )—— Mr. Crayon, if you pleaſe 


to let me ſee the miſchief complained of, and the labour 
vou have been at: I ſhall certainly pay you agreeably to 
your deſerts, ſince I have been ſo filly to engage in it. 
Crayon, Pay me according to my deſerts !!!—Sir, 
J would not give a farthing for my deſerts, as you may 


pleaſe to eſtimate them: who is to judge of my deſerts 
but myſelf, Sir ? 


Sir, I know my own abilities better 
than any man living, and, Sir, 1 have modeſty enough 
to undervalue them — the very vomit of violets was 
worth the whole ſeventy pounds. 

Mr. Fenton, Very well, Sir, we ſhall ſce, Sir—come, 


my dear going ) 


Crayon. You ſhall ſee, Sir -von ſhall ſee hat 
do I care what you ſee—( following ) 
Cbantillun. Alons don—oh, by gar you ſhall ſee very 


| little now—for me dance de coope magnifique over de 


whole ting—de tulips and de milk all go to the devil. 
| Span 


SCENE "Me ACT | 
SCENE the Hall. ' CHANTILLON and CRAYON. 


— — 


Chantilles. Ha, 5 Mcoficur de Chalk—Morbleu, 


Crazen. You be one miſerable varlet—fo take that 


kick for yourſelf, and that for your maſter, and that for 


your _— | [ Exit in a paſſion. 
Chantillon, 
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THE BIRTH NIGHT, 23 
Chantillon. Ha, ha, he kick me in de breech, begar— 
ha, ha——fort mauvais—but me got him turn'd out, 


dat be one grand exploit, huzza—(a rap at the door) — 
ho, von rap—ma fui—me peep through the key hole— 
me don't like de kicks—dere be very bad fun to be got 
from Monſieurs de Chalk ſpeaks through the key hole). 
who be dere—ha, tis one livery ſervant—( opens the door 


Enter SCAMPER as a Servant, 

Scamper. Is your miſtreſs at home? 

Chantillon. My miftreſs—!— who be my miſtreſs—me 
be Monfieur Chantillon—me live in dis houſe for de good 
company to Monſieur Fenton vat you mean 

Scamper. Then, Sir, would you pleaſe to call one of 
the ſervants, 1 wiſh to ſpeak PO to the _ of the 
houſe, 

Chantillon. Ha, ha—c'eſtune autre choſe—ho, me un- 
derſtand to madamoſelle Fenton oh, ſhe be bon 
gout, bonne bouche—and all dat is bon in this world 
you muſt ſee her yourſelf! tis one > aſſay of gallantry 
ver well, ver well | 


4 he is going out enter Mi 0 F ENTON. 


Cynthia. Chantillon, your maſter calls you. 
Chantillun. Ha! vous, vous meprenez, you mean 
Monſieur, your papa—me be no ſervant, me be his gentle- 
man at large; and me only bargain for de wages, merely 
to prevent Monſieur from lying under de compliment to 
me. 
Cynthia. I dare ſay hel is very ſenſible of the obligation. 
UE. xit Chantillon. 


: ——=Young man, I think 1 heard you Es particularly 


for me 


4 camper. 
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Scamper. Yes, Madam, I have a letter that f Was 
ordered to deliver into your own hands, | 

Cynthia, A Letter! from whom, pray ? 
Scamper. 
ly know—in the mean time, you may be aſſured, there 


is nothing improper in the contents; and J have orders to 


wait your commands, if I can be of any ſervice to you. 
Cynthia. / Scemingly much embarraſs d, having read the 


letter. — Sir, you muſt excuſe me from putting implicit 
confidence, at preſent, in an anonymous letter of ſo ſingu- 
lar a nature — but if you know any thing relative to the 
contents, and call on me this evening, with proper cre- 
dentials from your maſter, you ſhall bs e re- 
warded for your pains 


1 ſhall certainly obey your orders, madam - — 


Scamper. 
madam, your ſervant | 
| Cynthia. Good gracious, how my heart beats—wha 


can this mean (reads . 


 Mapan, 


Your 1 inexperience in life, is likely | to lead you into an 
error, that may ruin your peace of mind, and mu cer- 
tainly hurt your character for ever—an elopement from a 
parent's houſe, is never reputable ; but particularly diſ- 
graceful, when it takes place for anſwering the purpoſes 
of villainy—a few days, nay a few hours may develope 
the myſtery—in the mean time, avoid as much as poſſible 


the company of a villain, who wiſhes to ſeduce you from 


the paths of reftitude—the implicit confidence J have in 


your $998 ſenſe prevents me from being more explicit. 


Sincerely a friend. 

What can all this mean peace, peace,—my heart 
- ſure Frederick is no villain — impoſſible — yet I don't 
know. —he has of late acted with much levity and I have 
been 


You'll excuſe me, madam— You ſhall ſhort- 


FT: young lady= 
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been taught a leſſon of diſſipation this morning, that tells 
me, pleaſure may be too dearly bought. (ng; 


When the morning of life, thus opens with pain, 
The traveller wanders through deſerts in vain ; 
Of his proſpects bereft, 
In a wilderneſs left, 
Each ſtep that he takes, he muſt number by woes; 
Aud wy ſeek eaſe, from a night of oh As 


Enter FANNY. 
mw” Oh, dear Miſs, my heart is broke—my heart 


is broke - pray do ſpeak to your papa to diſcharge me. 
” Cynthia, Fanny what's the matter tell me, my poor 


girl—have I done any. thing to make your place Ny ; 


to you? 


Fanny. Oh, dear Miſs—no—you are the ſweeteſt 
no, but James, to whom I have been 
engaged this whole year, now that he finds I am fond of 


1 him, makes me his laughing ſtock; and is going to 1 


marry Bridget the dairy maid. | | 
_ Cynthia. O Fanny, Tony's I believe we women are 
all fools— 

Fanny. And he has ſet Monſieur Chantillon « on me, 
who has been ſo rude to me would bluſh to tell you 
what he ſaid——[I'm ſure my heart is breaking 

Cyathia. I aſſure you I am myſelf in a ſimilar predi- 
cament I cannot adviſe you Fanny at preſent, but ſhall 


Mk, 


| take the earlieſt opportunity to ſpeak to him. 


Enter Cook followed by CHANTILLON. 


Cook. Put oil and garlic into a gooſe pie '! PI tell 
you what, you French dog, I'll fry your brains for you 
Cbantillun. Toll, loll de roll, loll de toll, loll, Ke. — 
oul, oul, me make de nice ſauce for de pie 


9 | C 3 


wine 
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| h What can be the on of all this noiſe ? 
are we to have no Peace, Sir, in this houſe ſince you came 


to it? 


| Chantilles. Toll, loll de roll, loll, &c. 
Cook, Miſs, who can avoid making a noiſe—this fel. 


; tow has ſpoil'd all my diſhes—P ll not ſtay another day in 


this houſe, if 1 am not to be maſter of my own TRE, 


"Sow Bien i: k. 


Butler. Monſieur Chantillon—either my maſter mut 
find you an employment, or I ſhall quit his ſeryice—— 


Cynthia, What has he been doing ? 
Butler. Doing! why Miſs, as much miſchief, as if a 


bear had been let looſe about the houſe—— he has gone, 
and mixed all my wine, and thrown the plate from the 
| fideboard, into a corner of the room | | 
_ Chantillon, Tut, tut - dat be all de bagatelle—me make 
de grand tokay of de cider, and de port, and de hite 
and it be all de wrong faſhion, to have de plate 4 
on de ſideboard, in de place of de e 


Enter Tir canon Maid. 


Kiko maid, Mr. Cook, Mr Cook—there 13 the | 
French gentleman has let looſe the houſe dog, and he is 
eating up all the Pheaſants and fowl in the larder — and ; 


he has torn the roaſting pig from off the ſpit— 
Ccok. Go on go on—merry be his heart=——he may 


have the whole Ginger. to tus own ſeaſoning, for What 


J care. 
Chantillon, Huzza 


. de big dog, be ano- 


ther gentleman at large — noting ſhall be confin'd in 

dis houſe, begar. 

Oatlia. Go inſtantly with your complaints to my 

father; his behav: tour is iocolerable ; ; but you know |! 
never 


nc 
Mm 


| and the ſupper into the bargain——you poor half eaten 
e fora farthing I'd broil you like  ſpatch cock. 


ac 


the 
e 15 
and 


nay 
that | 


2NO- 


d in 


my 
wo | 


z1ever 


never interfere in any of my father's domeſtic arrange- 
| ments: 


Cook. 


Butke. 


| here to teach people a new method of living——ecod, 
l ſuppoſe knives and ſpoons muſt go out of faſhion, and 
we are now to ſup broth with a fork——but I'll tell you 
what, you ugly ſcare-crow, if I find you meddling with 
my ſideboard = iz PU you down like an old caſe 
| knife. 5 
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Fanny, come in with me. [Exit with Fanny. 
Well, the devil may dreſs the dinner for me, 


[Exit cook, 
Damned. inſolent paplteoons | coming over 


* 


Chantillen. Thin ings) 


Ha, ha, ſee 
What it be, 


To be me 
Begar, de all ſwear, 


And tear 


All dere hair; - 


Parceque, me do brag, 

And buſtle and ſwag, 

Juſt as if all de houſe was my own— 
Me rumble de plate, 1 


Let de dog eat de meat, 
And me rub all de chalk off de room; 
Me kiſs de nice maid, 

_ Ha, ha, who's afraid? 


Me live better here den at home, 


Dere, me eat, 

Pauvre meat, 

For a treat— 5 

Dere, me liv'd fo bare, 5 
D 2 Dat 
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| Dat 8 
Was my fare 
My coat mauvais bad, 
No breeches me had, 
And von towel be de ſhirt of my own. 
From France me did run, 
Where dey gave me a gun, 
But de dog ſhould take care of his bone 
Now me ſtrut like de king, 
Ha, ha, I'm de ting, 
Me live better here den at home. 


SCENE I. ACT II. 
| SCENE Servants' Hall, in Mr. DAZZLE” Houſe. 


James. How the devil ſhould I know any thing about 


the matter? I never go near 5 room you manage 
your own affairs between you- 
Francis. I don't know what ths deuce to do—there 
are three of them loſt 
James. Then give him three of your own, for what 
I care] am ſure three old teeth would be little worth 
the pocketing— | 
Francis. I tell you, it's not the value of the teeth, but 
he can't go to the ball without them— 
James. I tell you in turn, he may ſtay at home then, 


and drink ſome caudle---it will do him more good than 
dancing---but in ſhort, I am not to look after other peo- 
ple's bufineſs---I ſuppoſe Jenny has ſwept them into the 
_ fire---1n ſhort, L neither know, or care, any thing about 


them 


[ Exit, 


| your place, Mrs. Jenny 
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them---I hate to hear ſuch a buſtle made for ſuch non 


ſenſe 


Francis. Ves, yes, it may be nonſenſe to you---but 
T may loſe my place in . 8 
Mrs. Jenny. 


Euter JENNY. 
Tenny. What s all this ſplutter and fuſs---Mr. F rancis, 


the Lord bleſs us, you make ſuch a pother!!! You are 
| always as buſy as a hen with one chicken, as the ſaying 


is—and heaven knows a r bone he is for the devil. 


| to pick. 


Francis. Very well: Mrs. Jenny---I ſee the 1 of all | 
theſe airs —— when old men get young houſe-keepers— 

Jenny. As you lay, Mr. Francis, hey ſhould find em- 
ployment for them !! is it not ſo ? 

Francis. You are very ſmart, Mrs. Jenny ; but per- 


| haps for want of the ſort of employment you wiſh, you 


have been engaged in miſchief — there are three of my 
maſter's falſe teeth that can't be found high nor low= 


| Fenny. Ecod, and it would be no great matter if his 
falſe tail had followed them Pug, the monkey, brought 


it out of his room the other morning, and 1 found him 


| ſerubbing the outfide of an od Thu kettle with it, in the 


| isullery- 


Francis. Nay, I am certain you have been playing 
tome pranks i in my waſter's dreſſing- room. but look to 


Jenny. Marry, come up- it's 2 great matter truly 
to keep his place——T ſhould be glad to know, Mr. 
Francis, ſince you are his ſecretary, and fac totum, as 
they call it, who is to pay us for ſtaying here? 

James. Ves, ſo I ſay, Mrs. Jenny it s fine doings, 


| living like a prince at other people's expence. 


D 3 | | Francis 
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Francis. Ay, but what is all this to ſay to the teeth? 
Jenny. Hang his teeth—let him get an old ſkewer 
from Cookey---the colour will juſt match his old ſtumps. 
A | ell rings.) 
Francis, There, now "hive 3 it is---what the devil ſhall 
I do——edad, it's eaſy talking for you; but I don't like 
to part from the old beau, while there are any ſuper- 


ſſluous ſuits in his wardrobe. : 
James. They tell me he will be Gel the next elec- 


tion, and ſo he wiſhed to be made a peer to prevent him 
from paying his debts, and has voted againſt the miniſter 
ever ſince for refuſing him, 

Jenny, Better make a Lord Chancellor of vim; ſay 
I the poor old ſinner wants to be wrapt up warm--- 


and his grey pate would be hid moſt charmingly under 
a full bottom'd perivig——Pray, has he loſt his cork 


calves too, Mr. Francis? You'll have rare pickings of 


unnatura! curioſities when he dies oh, how I long for i 


Chriſtie” 5 hammer and a catalogue. 2 ings ) 


| YER Jewels, fair ladies, to be ſold, of a beau, 
Fine uniques of all kinds, from the top to the toe--- 
A going, a going, a going. 
Lot the firſt---a fine eye, with an eye- lid and ſocket; f 
Oh, chain; to keep a fine eye in one's pocket !: 
| A going, Oc. 
So brittant and chaſte, not a pearl nor a flaw ; === 
Lot the ſecond, contains a whole under jaw. 
A going, Sc. 
Enamell'd fo nice, ſo clear, fo uncommon--- 
Pretty traps for Bland Mange, or ſnares for fine 


women, | 
1 A going, Oc. 


Then 


t5 


viel 


16 


muſhroom 
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Then an upper jaw tooth----quite a delicate peg ; 
With lot the third---two calves to fit any leg. 
| of gents Sc 
Here's a back bracer, made of the beſt German ſect, 
With item, two fide curls, and a ſlender pigtail. 
A going, SWO. 
Then the laſt lot is all of the beau that remains, c 
His bones without marrow, and a ſkull without brains. 
| | A going, Oc. c. 


Francis. 1 wiſh you would- hold your clack, Mrs. 
Jenny— 
3 Come now, but tell me truth When he gets 
out of his bed in the morning, does not he look for all 
the world like an half. eaten anchovy ? 
James. Ys or a withered. 8 a dried 


Jenny. Or the bones. of a broiled mackerel bedevill' 
after dinner - 
Francis. Very well, good as, very well- 
are a wit, Mrs. Jenny (old Dazzle calls) _ 
Dazzle. Francis, I ſay, Francis- is F rancis below 

there---why don't ſome of you anſwer ? 

Jenny. Law, Sir, we are all fo buſy looking for 
vour honour's teeth Francis, why don t vou anſwer 
your maſter? | 

Francis. I'm coming, Sir, coming, Sir I with 
your tongue was ſhorter by the half, you impudent huſſey. 

Jenny. Mr. Francis ſays you muſt have ſwallowed 
them this morning in your chocolate | 

Francis. Who, I ?---I vow to heaven, Sir, it” Sa lie 
---1mpertinent jade SN 

Dazzle, Why don't you come vp ſtairs, Sir > 


you 


Francis 
b 
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F rancis. Coming, Sir.— 1 wifh his teeth were in 


his throat, with a bs, ant going out Jenny calls 
after him) 


Jenny. Mr. Francis, Mr. Francis---you have forgot, 


Mr. Francis---( Francis returns )---here is the oil flaſk to 
ſupple the old gentleman's joints with. | | 

Francis. Inſolent baggage ! — 
Jeuny. A going, a going, 4 going==- ha, ha, poor Mr. 


1 Francis they both burſt out a . and exeunt 
[118 N > BE | 


SCENE ng ACT u. 


SCENE a Fonte in Mr. DAZZLE's Hoale, - 
. CAPERINO and Servant. 


Caperino. vin you tell de Selgnor, your maſter, all 
-me give but one quarter of de 


de world wait for me 
hour for de five guinea. 

Servant. I don't know where the Jevil youll find 
them in this NOT N Il take care to inform 
my maſter, Sir — 


ver well---pon my word very decent living in it, fox de 
Barbarians that inhabic it. {dances and hums an Italian air 


Enter Old DAZZLE in his Night Cap and Meng 


_ Gown. 


O. Dazzle. (Speaking to himſelf y Five uin for 
quarter of an hour — odſo, I have no time to loſe- ha, 


Seignor, yours in altiflimo---I was in ſuch a hurry to at- 


tend you, that J came in as you ſee, quite undreſſed- 
e Caberias. 


Lit. 
Caperino. Dis Engliſh air agree vid my conſtitution 
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Caperino. Ver glad to ſee you, Sir---me make no 
mention of de deſhabille---la, la, la---- 

Dazzle. They kept me up ſo late in the houſe of | 
commons laſt night, upon ſome damned queſtion which 
did not underſtand, that I am half dead---I had the 
ſatisfaction to vote againſt the miniſter out of pure ſpite, 
becauſe, though he ſaw I was aſleep, he made ſuch a 
confounded long argumentative ſpeech, that he kept me 


full two hours longer from White's than J intended--- 


beſides I hate to be convinced againſt my ces the 
country, what 1 is it to MNCon—s | 
Caperins. Ver forry, Seignor---dis be no concern of 


mine —-me care as little for de country, as you do- 


me n de money out of it, dat be all my buſineſs— 
| | inge ) 
Tf dey give me de guinea, me give dem de ſenſe, 
To find out, it contain de pound, ſhillings and pence; 1 


With one eye me can ſee in its face dere be writ, 
* Dis be very good pledge for de money and wit.“ 


With a tit, diddle, liddle, 

And a ſcrape on the fiddle, 
With de ſkull, like a riddle, 
All empty in middle-—- 


| Me get a new patent for eſſence of caper, 


A cure for de gout, rheumatize, and de vapour; 
It will teach you to ſtare de man full in de face, 
And, as Cheſterfield ſays, to ſtand ſtill vid a grace. 

With a tit, liddle, diddle, &c. 


Me learn you to bow, to ſcrape, and be civil, 

And drive away modeſty all to the devil; 

And if vid de fine lady, your ſuit you'd ZE 
Lou muſt firſt come to dear Caperino to dance. 


With a tit, Bache, diddle, &c. 
Dazzle. 


- bs. = - 
„„ & 
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Dazzle. Well, Seignor, ſince we are ſuch a good 
match in ponder, 1 wiſh you could make me match you 
in dancing Vou ſee, Seignor, a little love frolic en- 
gages me to night, and 1 wiſh to be ſomewhat lively, or 
 ſo——you know how to ogle, and cut with the graces--- 
now | wiſh to be taught a ew kicks oy ball this e even- 
" Ine. 
| Ops De few kicks !!---ha, me knows noting 


about de kicks !!---me have de penſeroſo ſtep, and de 


— — . 1A ann 


— — 


— — 


| 


— pgs 
— 
PET — — : wn d m—_ 
— © ab, — — 
: 


movement Vallegro=—you take notice, Seignor-— tee, 
tee, tee, didle de tee---dere be de grand coupe in alto--- 
ala de grand Duke of Tuſcany---den de coupe finale--- 
ala de puiſſant Grace de Ducheſs —— 

Dazzle, Charming, charwing-——enovre, encore --- 
braviſſumo upon my ſoul 
Caperino. Give me you hand, Seignor,---now, one 
foot to ſhake over de left toe---ſo---toll, loll, loll de loll, 

& c. -den de coupe---ſo---den turn vid de grace, and 
 alamonde---ſo---now, Seignor, von grand ſpring---la, 
la, la, &c.——oh, my word, Seignors 7_ be ver ſtiff 
about de joints. 
Dazzle, Stiff! ay, to by ſure I am---Zooks, I'm 
bound up in theſe damned braces —— 

Caperino. Me cannot tell about de braces ; but, 
Seignor, you may give me credit when me ſay, you be 
not one ſupple man if you pleaſe, try . 


ſo een 


Believe me, Seignor, dove be noting in it, : 
Etder de cotillion or de minuet, | 
Moving vid de fine grace, de arm and de toe, 
Or de grand coupe in alto, ho, ho. 


1 In de place of de lead, 
In de toe and de head, 


You 


ou 


Egyptian, den de coupe in alto 


THE BIRTH NIGHT. 33 


You muſt all be de vapour and gas ;--- 
de muſcle and de bone 
Muſt quiver to de time, 

And be your own ſhade in de glaſs, 


| Dazzle, Damn it, this fellow is going to ſing me out 


of my five guineas---(afide )---once more, if you pleaſe - 


Caperino. Toll, loll de loll la---dere, juſt de little cut 


over de toe — one coupe---la, la, la, &c. 


Dazzle. Damn it, another coupe, as you N it, will 
ſhake me out of my exiſtence- if one of my ſtraps gives 
way, I ſhall fall to pieces 2zooks, what a cramp in my 


| toe---damn 1t, don't come near me man—— 


| (roars with 1 
Caperino. Vat de matter, Scignor ? 


Dazzle. Vat be de matter. 1! 


-the matter, why, 


| Why---oh, oh, ay, egad it will do---P'm all in a perſpi- 
| ration---hang it, this gown is in my way- -I ſhall never 
caper at this rate---(7hrows it 22 de and di 0 7 his 5 ſtraps 9 


Now, Sir, we ſhall do better 
Caperino. Ha, me ſee de great prevention, Seignor 5 


me fook for de knife to cut a few of deſe tings. 


Dazzle. What the devil, cut my gallowſes---damn it, 


man, you might as well cut my throat they keep me 


together. 
Caperino. Oh, you be bound up btter for de mummy 


Dazzle. 1 think I could maſter a | minuet---that TIER | 
to be my fort. 


Caperino. As you pleaſe, clone des for la mi- 
nuetto---la, la, la---la, la, la---le, la de lidle, didle la--- 


turn out your toes, if you Feen Seignor, dat left 


ls be ver fuff, 


Dana | 


do ?----damn it, 1 am quite out of breath= 
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Dazzle. Stiff |---and what the devil buſineſs has he 
to be otherwiſe ; if one leg follows the other that” O . 


cient---death, I will never maſter i it. 


Eater FRANCIS. 


Francis. Sir---Mr. Belwood— —— 

Dazzle. Who---what---Mr. Belwood, did you ay! 
you did not tell him I was at home, eh 

Francis, Why, Sir, you did not deſire me to ſay to 


the contrary. 


Dazzle. Did not 47 to the contrary - ſtupid dog 


bows; help me on with my gown---you blockhead !!---- 


oh, Seignor, I ſhall be extremely obliged to you to fit 


down for a moment---I---I---I dare ſay the gentleman 
won't ſtay above two or three minutes, 


Caperino. To be ſure, Seignor, me ſit out de reſt of 


de time vid pleaſure; two minutes and von half juſt do 
for me---la, la, la-- la, la, la, &c. ---(fits down and fangs 


Dazzle. Seignor, Seignor, if you pleaſe, don't, don't, 
I ſhould not wiſh to let the PRs ee under- 


ſtand me? 


Caferins. Ver well, me underſtand- 


Enter BELWOOD. 


Dazzle, Ha, my old friend 3 do you 
(ofide) 
Mr. Belwod, 1 am very happy to ſee you, Mr. 
Dazzle; I hope I have the pleaſure of ſeeing you in 
health -you ſeem rather warm, Sir— | 
Dazzle. Oh, a trifle, Mr. Belwood,- a rriflle, only a 
little heated with a political ſubject, I was diſcuſhng with 
my friend here——but you can't think how happy I am, 


that this fooliſh rencounter turn'd out no worſe — hope, 


you have enjoyed your health on the continent---hope, 
your 
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our time was pleaſantly fpent---hope Mrs. Belwood is 
very well---have not ſeen her this age — I'm ow 
out of breath- | 
Mr. Belwood. Sir, I am very mack obliged to you 


| | for your kind inquiries-- 1 found Mrs. Belwood in good 


health and ſpirits---25 for my ſtay on the continent, I 


cannot ſay it was fo pleaſantly engaged---affairs there are 


rather of too ſerious a caſt—beſides, my anxious ſituation 
rendered my tour very irkſome; a traveller” s time can't 
be pleaſantly ſpent where there are ſo many mutual j Jea- 
louſies and diſtruſts. c 

Dazzle. Suppoſe not, 8 not---warm work 
going forward there what's your opinion of theſe diſ- 
aſters, diſturbances and innovations that have inflamed 


the ſeveral ſtates of Europe. 


Mr. Belwood, Mr. Dazzle, I confeſs myſelf no poli- 
tician---it is none of my buſineſs to dive into troubled 
waters, as long as I ſee Great Britain ſecure amidſt the 
general confuſion, and ſmile upon her enemies—while in 
my own family, 1 enjoy the ſunſhine of domeſtic happineſs, 
[ ſhall never interfere in political revolutions. _ 

Dazzle. Suppoſe not, Sir, ſuppoſe not. 

Mr. Belwod. I confeſs to you, Mr. Dazzle, my pre- 
{ent viſit was not intended as a viſit of 1 call'd 
to ſpeak to you on a matter of moment RE 

Dazzle. Very happy to ſee Mr. Belwood on any 
matter, either of bulineſs or pleaſure, that he may think 
proper to communicate. 

Mr, Belauood. I am very fndible; Sir, of your con- 

iliating deportment, and obliged to you for your good 
vithes ; and, depending on your known character for po- 
teneſs, eſpecially to your friends, I came to ſpeak to 


Jou on a ſubject, which very nearly concerns che hap- 


neſs of both our houſes, | 
E | Daxxle 


jection.— as ſoon fit as dance- 


FN THE BIRTH NIGHT. 


| Dazzle. Nay, nay, my friend, you are going to 
compliment me any thing particular? 
Mr. Belwwood. Why, Sir, as I underſtand that the 


| buſineſs alluded to has already met the public ear, and, 
as this gentleman in conſequence can be no ſtranger to 


it, I ſhall take the liberty to open the ſubject, and am 


not ſorry that a third perſon i 18 preſent. 


Caperino. Oh, me, vait de minuet- me have no ob 
-( looking at his æuatch 
Mr. Belwood. Your ſon, Sir, has in my abſence, very 


much to his diſcredit, preſumed to injure my character 
in a moſt delicate point, by attempting to throw the 
odium of the late unfortunate tranſaction at my door. 


Dazzle. Has he ſo? | 
Mr. Belauced. Sir, I fancy you muſt know it is 4 


matter of public notoriety, © that he has propagated a re- 


port, that the unhappy quarrel alluded to, inſtead of reſult. 


ing from the inſult offered to Mrs. Belwood, was occa. 
ſioned by his reſenting my conduct, in attempting to 

calumniate the character of Miſs Fenton.“ 

Dale. The N you cut his throat off 


courſe 
Mr. Belaveod, Sir. 
Mr. Dazzle, I * you cut his throat of courſe 
muſt not I underſtand you ſo? 
Caperino. Vat! cut the gentleman's throat! 111 
Mr. Belaucod. You ſurprize me, Sir !! 
Dazzle. Perhaps I don't underſtand you, Sir ? 
Mr. Bewood, I believe, Mr. Dazzle, I ſpoke prcii 


intelligibly. 


Mr. Dazzle. Why, faith, I thought 10 too then 
why do I ſurprize you? Pray, what would you have m? 


to do ?---you come to me for advice, I ſuppoſe---con- 
Gdering me, as you were ple aſed to ſays a mutual frien 


10 


Y > nn, fot „„ % *' oa 


| 


longer, if you pleaſe— 


moment 


Tee my friend to the door 
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to both houſes—and, upon my ſoul, acting not only in 
that ſenſe of the word, but as a general friend to man- 
kind, I give it as my firm opinion ; that to cut that 
young ſcoundrels throat, would be an act of charity | to 
lociety at large 

Mr. Belwood. Oh, you are jocular Mr. Dazale! nay, 
but I aſſure you, Sir, this is 4 very ſerious matter 

Mr. Dazzle. I know it you 1nuſt ſtand a trial in con- 
ſequence —that's ſerious enough to be ſure—but it's 
only making a friend of the ſheriff, and getting a pack'd 


jury—as for evidence, Fl appear for you myſelf—ſink | 


me but 1 will—dor't fear cutting of an heir from my 
eſtate I propoſe marrying next week, and want this 
dog out of the way, that I may be more at home in re- 
gard to marriage fettlements—— and then, you know, I 
ſhall get heirs in plenty——2zooks man, if you hve long 
enough, you may be a ſecond Achilles, and deſtroy the 
whole brood, one after the other ——- 
Cagerino. Ha! dere be juſt de von yrown of de hour 
—Seignor, my five guinea if you pleaſe (riſes) | 
Daxxle. He will ſoon be poing——a few minutes 
—( aſide to Caperino/ | 
Caperino. Me won't fas de quarter of de minuet—my. 
time, is my time—and though you do not dance the 
grand figure alamonde, or de coupe magnifique, ala de 
grand Duke of Tuſcany—dat be not my fault- 
Dazzle. For heaven's ſake, Scignor, be you for « 
- (afide) 
Caperins. Dat moment may be worth ten Fiouland 
pound if I do break my engagments- 
Daæxle. Curſe the ſcoundrel—/ riſes in a f on — 
Mr. Belwood, 1 beg your pardon for a n minutes, all 5 


E 2 8 Caperins, Cy 
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Caperino. Yes, yes, me get my five guinea—your 
- Rumble 1 * la, la, la, la, la, de la, &c. 
| [ Exeunt, 

My. Belwood, I believe in my conſcience that is Ca- 
pcrino the opera dancer—what a time of life for the pro- 
pagation of folly? I find to aſk him to give advice to his 


fon, would be an abſurdity; as it would be only repre- 


hending one ſcoundrel, through the e medium of another. 


( Sings ) 
T he poet, WhO carefully e each ſtage, 
That trac'd the diſtinctions on earth, 
By th' actions, in which, we were known to engage 
From infancy, even to death; | 
Would find in his portrait, no picture of ruth, 
Were his aſhes again to appear; 
Old age, being only diſtinguiſh'd from youth 
ks the calendar date of the year. 


5 Enter Mr DAZZLE. 
My. Dazzle. 


ther guinea in the houſe well, Mr. Belwood, mat- 


ters being thus amicably ſettled, I ſhall wait with patience 
to hear the event you have only, to level your piſtol a 


little higher than the laſt time, and ſhoot him through the 
bead, inſtead of his body; and if the booby has any 
| brains - why, there is an end of him 


Mr. Belawocd. No, no, Mr. Dazzle, 1 ſhall take 5 2 


more peaceable method- 


Mr. Dazzle. 
takes effect to ſend him to the next world 


Mr. Belwood. Mr. Dazzle, I know the value of my 
life too well to barter it again for moonſhine—the com- 
: mitting of one e abſurdity, ſhall be no temptation to repeat 


10 


I ſho! 


Damn it, J don't believe there is ano- 


Oh, any method you pleaſe Sir, if it 


ſtood 
opini 
hnge. 
1M, 
wiſhi 
M, 


muſt 


that v 


Oh, 


event! 


Mr 


Mr 


door 


toll, I 


| gout, 
la, la, 
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it—the world has had the pleaſure of knowing, that I am. 
no coward; and now Sir, in future, I ſhall have the 
pleaſure to deſpiſe it's * at leaſt in a matter of ſuch 
moment to my family 

Dazzle. Juſt as you pleaſe, Mr. pabvood=cgul 1 
ſtood a ſhot or two myſelf, what then? but, as to the 
opinion of the world, faith, I never r cared a flirt of 2d | 
finger not I—ſink me 

Mr. Belwood, Mr. Dazzle, 1 have the pleaſure of : 
wiſhing you good morning. 


Mr. Dazzle. Good morning to you, Mr. Berod 95 


I ſhould be very happy to be of ſervice; but faith you 
muſt excuſe me from interfering in any thing that regards 
| that whelp Sir, I am your humble ſervant 
Oh, Mr. Belwood, we meet I ſuppoſe at Fenton's this 
bn ? Fine ogling the handſome girls. | 
Mr. Behwood. J am afraid I ſha'nt have that pleaſure--- 
1.8 
Mr. Dazzle. Here, Francis, ſhew Mr. Belwood to the 
door pray, my beſt compliments to Mrs, Belwood —— 
toll, loll de loll de doll cuts a caper )—oh, curſe the 
| gout, ſkipping won't t 90 | well, then for the Penſereſd 
la, la, la, la, la, la- 


[Exit after Mr. Dll in a minutt Aab. 


E 3 -.,. SCENE 
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SCENE 11. ACT II. 


Miß F EN TON and FANNY. Miſs F ENTON': 


own Chamber, 


Cynihia. Why, Fanny, if you are content to tal: 


him on ſuch terms, well and good; but what happineſ: 


can you poſſibly Penn yourſelf from a match of com. 
pulhon 3 
Cs Oh, dear Madam, you are too good. to me 
but if you knew how I love him 
- Cynthia. Well, well, that's all your own concern; 
all I can ſay is, 1 wiſh you happier than I fear you are 
likely to be, with a man of his ſtamp, or a match of Tuch 


_ reſtraint, _ 


Fanny, Oh, but I am ſure he will make a very good 


- huſband, Madam 


Cynthia. I hope from my heart you may find i it 1 
| = am I to think of Frederick's conduct? Pray, 


Fanny, are you ſure young Mr. Dazzle has not called, 


and that 1 have not been informed? 


Fanny. I am very certain, Madam, he has not — 
the Lord help me, Madam, he has not been here this 
Gabs. This negledt will ſoon complete my opinion 
of him; I wiſh I had not been ſo haſty ———and now | 


have forfeited the eſteem of the only friend that I couls 


have applied to for advice. (Sings) 


Oh, my Fanny, when young, with what grief we complain, 
That a mother's fond tie Is a a heart-breaking chain ! 


Bot, 


ah 


int 


I feel myſelf quite unhinged 


ſome unpleaſant news: but meet it, I am determined- 
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But, how often, alas ! are we left to deplore, 


That this link of affeQion can bind us no more! 4 
In a bark ſent adrift, without pilot or guide, 5 


With our ſails all unfurl'd to the wind and the tide; 
Then, how often, in vain, with a ſigh we look N : 
And lament for the anchor that held us agroand | _ 


A mother's bleſt tomb every day we ſhould view, 
As containing a guardian and monitor too: _ 


By ry action and thought be with nicety weigh'd, 


And a dread to incur the reproof of her ſhade : 


Thus, may tender mementos ariſe from her grave, 

To re-echo, each day, the inſtruction ſhe gave 
Virtue's leſſon, be taught from the vault's dreary gloom. 5 
And prudence find wiſdom even ſpeak from the ww. 


_(/its dow of 


Enter . 


| Servant. Mr. Belwood, Madam, ſends up his re- 

ſpects, and defires to Knows. would it be inconvenient to 

fee you ? | 
Cynthia, Mr. Belwood ! 
Servant, Yes, Madam, Mr. Belwood. EY 
Cynthia. How can I ſee him? My heart preſoges 


where is Mr. Belwood ? 
Servant, In the drawing room, Madam. 
Cynthia. Give him my compliments, and ſay, I ſhall 


wWiuait on him exit ſervant ) Oh, Fanny, I am aſhamed 
to ſee him; I am totally een for ſuch an interview; 
but 1 will rally my ſpirits. 


Fanny, you may attend 
me, 1 dare not be alone with him, I have been thrown 
into ſuch a llutter—— VVV 


SCENE 


cer E 
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SCENE Iv. ACT. I. 


hf FENTON and Mr. BELWOOD 50% dee. 
| * ANNY ; ; the Parlour, 


R * TR Pu 5 . 


ll 8 1 8 ——— 


— — 


My. Befwood. You may be furpnzed, Miſs Fenton, 


at the unſeaſonable vifit of a man, whom Fa ame has made 
ſach an ill report of in his abſence. 

| Cynthia. 
emotion of ſhame, than ſurprize, at his appearance! 
r. Belwood, will you do me che favour of taking 


a chair? (Sit down) 
Mr. Belwood, 1 ſee you are dreſſed, Madam— perhaps ; 
I intrude: 
S By no means——pray, Sir, be ſented een 


Jam dreſs'd, it is true, Sir, in honour of a day, that : 
5 perhaps I may have little occaſion to rejoice at. 


Mr. Belwood. Your birth- day, Madam, as 1 aader- 


ftand—and 1 ſincerely hope, „that it may _—_— return 


to hail you, with peace, proſperity and health.“ 
Cynthia. You are extremely polite, Sir. 
Mr. Bel xucod. No, Madam, but I am extremely "IH 
—but to the main point of my viſit 
8 can the name of Frederick Dazzle, connected 


with a diſhonourable term, offend you? 


Cynthia. Ah! ſpare me a mement's reflection 


e Gracious ſpirit of an adored mother ! if ſtill thy child 


can be the object of thy maternal care, hover round her 


orphan head; and inſtruct her to act conſiſtent with can- 


dour and wrath, aff 


Ab, Sie. 1 fear 1 been iber foul the 


of fi 


Miſs 


N 


hon 


The 
zle | 
has 

with 
left 

a te 
raw 


[yet 


C1FCt 


nerv 


dithe 
epitcl 
thou 

1; 
deed 


of ye 


| celet 
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Mr. Belwood, I think you aſk'd me, if onitiog diſ- 
honour to Frederick Dazzle's name one offend me? 
| | | ( Belwood bonus) 
Then, Sir, be pleaſed to liſten to me—if Frederick Daz- 
zle had even never offended me (which I acknowledge he 
has by his late miſconduct) did I love him this moment 
with that ardour which is natural to an- unguarded heart, 
left deſtitute in life Oh! pardon, Mr. Belwood, 
a tear to my mother's memory! — ] ſay, even ſo—a 
raw girl, vain, volatile and once extremely thoughtleſs; 
yet ſtill there is a becoming ſpirit, Mr. Belwood, which 
circulates through every vein, and vibrates on every 
nerve, that would make me treat an unprincipled, or a 
diſhonourable character, with the contempt due to the 
epithet; and indignantly tear him from my memory, 
though my heart broke at the ſeparation. 

Mr. Belwood, Now, Miſs Fenton, you "pleaſe. me . 
deed— oh, Madam, on this fair hand let me ſeal the kiſs 
of friendſhip; and, as this day may turn out the happieſt 
of your life, let me again pray, that it may annually be 
celebrated with an unaching heart !!“ — Now, Ma- 
dam, I ſhall ſpeak with confidence, wed cls all poſſible 
| brevity. I have been informed, that you were led to 
| imagine, that a late unhappy duel was occaſioned by Mr. 
Dazzle's reſenting my aſperſion of your conduct. 

Cynthia, Your information on this point, Sir, 1s cer- 
tainly correct —it was Mr. Dazzle's ſpirit (I acknow- 
ledge) on that occaſion, which firſt made an impreſſion 
on my heart—indeed, I conceived, that all the kindneſs J 
could ſhew him would but il pay the pain he endured 
in conſequence. | 

Ar. Belwood. Mala I et 2 bete to ſpeak here, 
what I would tell him to his face —he is a villain !!! 
2 diſgrace to hamanity ! 141 


Cynthia, | 


—— —ñ— —•— — 2 —³5• 


been too cruel 


this 15 quite new to me 
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| Cynthia, Ah, Mr. Belwood, you aſtoniſh me |! 
Mr. Belauocd. Yes, Miſs Fenton, I repeat ita com- 


plicated villain ! it is not, Madam, a little cauſe could 


make me violate the laws of God and my country; but 


what man could act with prudence in the moment he de- 
tected a ruſhan, offering violence to his wife ! — 


CC . faints) } 


Good heavens ! I have been too e girl, run 
for ſome water, for ſalts, for any thing- 


Fauny. Oh, you have killed my ien sir! 


Runs out, and returns with ſalts, c. ſhe recomers 


Cynthia, Ah! Mr, Belwood, here —!! then it is no 


dream! 


Mr. 1 Pardon me Nai Fe enton, I fear 1 have 


Cynthia, Ah, no, Sir, but too > Lind | | 1. am a lh 


han. Mr. Belwood, not from wounded affection, but 
wounded pride—to think it poſſible, that I ſhould be ſo 
near a connection with the character you deſcribe— 


No, 
no, Sir, could you read my heart, you would there find, 
gratitude to heaven, and thanks to my friend, written in 


far more legible characters, than any . for a diſap- 
pointment —— 


Mr. Belæuood. Then po are not offended ?= 

Cynihia, Offended | —!—1t's impoſſible; Jet, yes 1 Sir 
in one ſenſe of the word, I am—and deeply, at myſelf, 
for giving credit to the calumny ſo maliciouſſy ſpreat 
againſt your character, and that of Mr. Benevol's. 

Mr. Belwood, My brother ae it. 


Madam, 


Indeed, ble =—whan T wiſh it had remain'd 
had once a very high opinion of his character 


Cyutbiàa. 
ſo ſtill 


until I had been inſidiouſly A to believe, that he had 
| wanton; 


wante 


gain 
M 
oh, 1 
there 
other 
pray, 
his ac 
Cy, 
M 
how 1 
Cy 
chan! 
after: 
Mr. 
he m 
C 


Bene 


my c 
of co 

M 
broth 


and 1 
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wantonly laid a plan to ruin my peace for ever, and to 
gain my perſon at the expence of my honour. 

Mr. Belwosd, George Benevol accuſed of infamy ! 
oh, Miſs Fenton, how little do you know the man !—If 
there 1s a heart, ſtamped by its maker, and bearing no 


other impreſſion but the ſeal of honour, it is Benevol's — 
pray, excuſe my warmth——and was Frederick D 


his accuſer? 

_ Cynthia. I fear indirefty ſo. 

Mr. Belꝛucd. Pray, Miſs F denton, be particclar— 
how indirectly? 

Cynthia, He certainly, Sir, e it to the 
channel from whence it was ry to me; and he 
afterwards perſonally confirmed it. 

Mr. Belwood. Pray, Madam, am I 3 to let 
Mr. Benevol be acquainted with this circumſtance, that 
he may come publicly forward to defend his character? 

Cynthia, Oh! by no means, Mr. Belwood! Mr. 


| Benevol may loſe his life in conſequence ; or any way, 


my character would be publicly marked, as the mirror 
of coquetry and intrigue. _ 

Mr. Belwoccd. Madam, I ſtand corrected; bat; 1 is my 
brother to lie under the odium of ſo foul an aſperſion, 
and not have an opportunity to aſſert his innocence ? 

Cynthia. ] am ſenſible, Sir, as this ſtory was made for 
my private ear, it has tranſpired no further to ſpeak the 
truth, Mr. Belwood, I have by no means hked the liber- 
ties that I have lately received from Mr. Dazzle; and this 
morning an anonymous letter was put: into my hands, 
which has alarmed me in the extreme: here 1t 15; Sir, 


and your now diſcloſing his falſehood in one particular, 


convinces me that he is mean enough to be guilty of every 
degree of treachery : I confeſs to you, I lay peculiarly 


expoſed to his inſidious attacks juſt ee from a 
faſhionable 
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faſhionable ſchool, where romance and vanity might be 
conſidered as the baſis of my educaton—He practiſe 
thoſe very arts which are mo likely to attract the atten- 
tion of a filly girl, too high in her own PRIN, and 1 igno. 
rant of the true path to happineſs. 

Mr. Belwood. (after reading the letter + There is an 
inſinuation contain'd, Miſs Fenton, in this letter, that 
perhaps I 1 5 
Cynthia. I {ear I know what you allude to- and burn- 


ing with ſme, will preſume to point out the line 

yes, Sir, ah to fay I did once conſent to a private 
marriage — oh! heavens, what a precipice have 1 
eſcaped | 


Mr. Belwood. It was a verbal RENO? I hope! ? 
Cynthia. No, Sir, there is my misfortune : he has 
letters of mine in his poſſeſſion. 

Mr. Belwood, I am fincerely ſorry for it. 
Cynthia. Oh, ſure, Sir, you don't think he could act 
ſo meanly, as to take advantage of them? (he hates Hi, 
bead but 1 ſee you think ſo—what can I do? 

Mr. Belwood. Is there no train, by which 255 could 
diſcover the author of this paper ? 

Cynthia. Not immediately, Sir; I received it from 
a perſon in the habit of a footman, who promiſed to cal! 
on me this evening with further intelligence. 


Belwood to you——1 think, as ſhe was engaged to go to 
Ranelagh this evening, prior to her knowledge of my 
arrival, ſhe is already dreſt, and a trifling alteration may 
ſuit her appearance at the ball. You mutt adviſe toge- 
ther; in the mean time, it will be neceſſary to take no 

notice of any thing to young Dazzle. We muſt act with 
caution— as the world goes, art muſt be uſed in che de- 
teczon of villainy. 


Mr. Belwood. I ſhall inftantly go home and ſend Mrs. i 


Gyr 7 bin. a 0 | 


| C pH 
and I 


| Belwo 


Mr 
eaſily 
i'll be 
ſmile, 
counte 


ally, 
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© Cynthia. I fear I ſhall make but a poor bort, 
and J am ſenſible, I ſhall never be able to OO. Mrs. 
Belwood in the face, after my ridiculous conduct. | 

Mr. Belzvood. Tut, tut, little female differences are 
eaſily made up between people of ſenſe—come, come 
{Il be her ſecurity—(r//ng )—here is my hand the ſame 
ſmile, I promiſe you, that you have ever ſeen on her 
countenance, ſhall gladden it this evening, more eſpeci- 
ally, as it 18 the birth- day of an amiable friend. 


SCENE V. ACT II. 
SCENE diſcovers FREDERICK DAZZLE and Compa- 
| nions drinking and playing Dice; a Parcel of empty Bot- 


tles rolPd upen the Floor; Mr. SCAMPER hing on the | 


Floor, another faſt aſleep on the Ch air e a Song by one 7 
the Conpany« h . 


Jolly 1 invites us, my lads, « to diſpenſe 

With the old fuſty rules, that they call common ſenſe; 
Such doctrine of late, is quite farcical grown; 

For when drunk, we invent a new ſenſe of our own 


| Cnorvs. 
80 we'll drink, when we 're hungry, we'll drink when 
| we're dr); 
We'll drink, we'll drink, —damn i ic, we'll drink till we dic. 


T he hero i is not drunk, that can crawl on all four ; . 
Nor the lad, that has ſenſe to hold faſt by the floor ; 
He, alone, is benoodled, who rolls on the ground, 
From hs weſt, to the eaſt, as the world it goes round. 


80 we'll drink, &c. 
* 5 Frederick, 


4 
* 
1 


the box round here- 
hundred 
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Frederick. A good ſong—ſplit me! and ſound morality 


in the bottom of it hilloa, pull Tom Whimper by the 


noſe there, he has no right to ſleep, curſe me—if he i: 


cut, give him a n e and roll uin on the Hoor 
with Scamper 


Firſt 3 Hold up, you dog—the preſident bs 


fined you a bumper, for Heeping 3 in ſuch good com. 


pany 
Sand cee. 
good company 
Wl bimper. 1 LFI drink Mr. preſident s health - 
( Drinks half the glaſs, then tumbles 0 on the floor thr; 
| all DUSK. 2 


mn £ for Teephg in | ſuch 


| CrHorvs. 
$0 we'll drink when we' re hungry, Kc. 
Secend Companion. Here is a health to the dead 


Frederick. Now Thomas, let us rattle the bones—giv: 
2 Jack Fiſh—ſet you for a cov 


Third Companien hone, ſay 
Frederick. Six is the main—eight the caſter ( throw 
he dice) has to fix—equal main and chance rot me 
| Third Companion. I—I—ſay it's a lie — eight to- 


to fix is not equal main and chance ſay—l ay eight 


to fix is, 15—eight to ſix—that's what I ſay— 
Frederick, I appeal to the company — 
Second Companion. 
company, Jack 
Frederick. 
cares what you ſay— 


Second 


Ay, ay rot me appeal to th 


What do you fay, you raſcal ?—h0 
- will appeal to the company il 
I pleale, and I will not appeal to them if I don't pleaſe— 
ſo clap your old carbuncled noſe 1 in your glaſs, and mins 
your own buſineſs— 


Seco 
= dan 


Fre. 


Seco 
loa th 
you a 
there- 
Fou. 
2 man 
Fre 
Fou. 


II bo 
— that 


2 
4 Fifi 


Pre, 
make 
my 
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THE BIRTH NIGHT. 5 


Second Companion. | 1 ſay—1 ſay—you a are a ſcoundrel 
damn it, I ſay you are a cheat 
Frederick. You are an infamous W 

Second companion throws a glaſs at him, F rederick 
bounces up and knocks him down, ) 
| Second Companion. ( Lying on the floor) Murder — hil- 
loa there——you lie—you—you are a damned 
[you are a damn'd——l ſay you are a cheat——Juſace 
there—juſtice— (falls faſt aſleep ) SI 
Fourth Companion. It was a cow —ard—ly action to Arike | 
2 man in liquor 
Frederick. Who ?——do you ſay I am a coward? _ 
| Fourth Companion. Yes, I ſay you are a coward—— 
I'll box you for a hundred POT OY you paultroon 
— that 1 will- burſt me 
Firſt Companion, I'll be your ſecond, Dazzle. | 
Fifth e roar Ys ay I- UI be the bottle holder-- 
(Lays bold of the decanter.) 
Frederick. Have at you for a cool thouſand—1I mall 
make you eat your words, you dog 
7. ey begin to ſpar —firſ? nds on the table ix. 
wi 1 65 hold of the two candles—a great noiſe of betting, 
C, 
/ 


4 „ Enter LANDLORD. 


0! 


Landlord, Gentlemen, gentlemen, for heaven's ſake— 
the whole houſe is alarm'd—there is a ſick gentleman 
above ſtairs—— be ſo good 

Frederick. What does the dog ſay ! ? 

Landlord. I only beg you'll be ſo kind as to re- 
member = 

Fourth Companion. | Ay—rot the ſcoundrel——what 
does he ſay? . 
All. Kick him out kick him out. 


. | Second 


for the ball—rather late, to be ſure 
drink Cynthia's health 
for our glaſſes? . „M Son 19 the w: 


canter— 


tempt to fight for? 
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Second Companion. ( Sitting up ) [ fay, he lies—1 Ur 2 


ay, kick him out kick him out ring: 
Landlord. Pray, gentlechen —nay, pray, gentlemen at Fe 
Frederick. Down ſtairs with the W ſcoundrell rare! 
tavern keeper ſpeak to gentlemen- I egad 
(They drag him out of the room, and a great whe is oe if whol 
frened by bis fall.) NS | | aſſa ul 
All. Huzza—huzza—huzza- 15 | at le; 
Frederick, Come, my lads of PEE we've ens. 1 i: W waite 
buſineſs the bag of guts——let us fill another glai 75 
then daſh them all to the vibe is—here is —“ 
health to confuſton.”? . 
All. A health to confuſion ”—huzza, „„ 
: (They daſh their glaſſes to pieces. 80 


Frederick. Here, help me on with my coat Nos 
- Here, let ; 
-Hey day | what ſhall we d Fu, 


Fifi Companion. The decanter—ſink me—the de- ices, 


| IE out of 
Frederick. Or the bottom of the candleftick—rot me Cler 
(T hey turn the candleflick aud drink out of the bottom. waſte: 

Here is the charming Cynthia—( hey all pledge him) Nov, burn 
for old Fenton's ball——ice and champame—ſplut me---- board, 
Firft Companion, I—I-I can't fay as how—]l—]- an m 
know the gentleman — the ol 


Frederick. Never mind, lads, never mind, IL intro- dinner 
duce you all as my ſons—and a hopeful family I ſhall Jud 
Put on your coat, you cd eſcritoi 


carry with me rot me 
blockhead; what would ſuch a withered fap as you 4. lome C 
ſo ho—Scamper, | ſce, does nd! Oh rar 


well, damn it, we'll leave him in Cler, 
| Oozle 


think of ftirring- 
pledge for the bill huzz a- 


«wa {1 drink a. Leu aue hungry, G. ) : K the lan 


Scamper 
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Scamper. (Riſes) Yes, but Scamper does think of ſtir- 
ring——egad, | muſt ſtir quickly too, or J ſhall be late 
at Fenton's ! If he goes there, in this pickle, it will anſwer 
rarely, to confirm his diſcredit with the fair daughter —— _ 
egad, now I think of it, I'll tell the landlord where the 


whole covey are gone, and have him arreſted for the 


aſault—the devil is in it, if I don't touch a cool hundred, 
at . for 1 honeſty, from Bcnevol——here waiter, 
waiter- OY Exit. 


SCENE VI. Ac k. 
| SCENE : a Juſtice 5 Office. Clerk and Miſs TART. 


Judy. And ſo Billy, 4 in -the morning I ſhall give you 
the watch mama had, when ſhe was ſheriff's lady be- 
ſides, you know, 1 can n ſteal half a dozen of ſilver ſpoons 
out of the buffet 

Clerk, Yes, do Miſs Judy then, there is an old red 
waiſtcoat of my father's, that I'll trip the lace off, and 
burn it; beſides, there is a tankard that lies in the cup- 
board, which he got at a pony race, and you know I 
can melt it down: beſides, Miſs Judy, you can get at 
the old gentleman! 5 pockets when he is op: After 
dinner. 

Judy. And ſuppoſe, Billy, I aka the key out of his 
eſcritoire—you know we can take off the impreſſion on 
ſome chewed bread, and you can get one made by it 
Oh rare ! how I long to be fingering old dad's caſh !---- 

Clerk, Yes, yes, that will do bravely — then Jack 
Oozle and 1 will have the chaiſe ready at the corner of 
the lane—and you muſt tie the blankets and ſheets to the 


1 3 bed 
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bed poſt; then, you ſee, Miſs, you muſt draw the bed 
Cloſe to the window, and take care you hold faſt. 

Judy. Oh laws, yes, Billy ! you know it would be 
a woundy bad thing if J miſſed my hold then I ſhould 
never ſee Gretna Green, nor the blackſmith. parſon— 
nor any thing = 

Clerk, You muſt only take courage, Mis Jabs... 

Judy. But, Billy, you muſt take care not to ſtand 
under me, or, you know, you'll ſee my legs—— oh, fie, 
fie, I ſwear feel myſelf bluſhing all like a purple hyacinth, 

Billy. Oh, you little rogue; it will be all in the dark, 
you hw | Eo th, 

Judy. Will ! it, Billy ?—Oh dear, I am ſorry tas that, 
for I will have my white ſilk ſtockings on but, Billy, 
mind me now, above all things, you muſt take great care 
to lay in a large ſtore of Chelſea buns and macaronies, 

and you muſt put ten or twelve dozen of large china 
oranges in the chaiſe box—for I love . bugeh, 
and J eats Chelſea buns like a pig 
Clerk. Yes, that I ſhall, and Jack Ooꝛle is to bring 
two bottles of the beſt coniac out of his father's vaults, 
and old Mary is to boil a fine tongue for me at home; 
and beſides that, I know where ſhe hid the remainder of 
the veal pie ſo we'll be as merry as the day is long. 

Judy. Laws, a laws, we ſhall live in clover, Billy 
Then, when I grow drowſy, you muſt put your hand be- 
hind my head, ſo—and then, I ſhall ſleep ſo ſweetly when 
we go thumping, thumping, over the parement——layws, 
a laws, how I ſhall dream of—but 1 won't tell you what 
_ PTHdreamof!! (Sings. 


O, dear, how my ribs with laughing ſhall grow fatter ! 
As thro' thick and thin o'er the pavement we clatter ; 
| „ i SIN 


at 


„ 
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And with gutter and mud the folk all beſpatter, 
Who l out their noſes, to ſee what's the matter. 


25 OE | Cnorvs. 

All the ducks in the gutter going quack, quack, quack. 
While we rattle over them ſmack, ſmack, ſmack, 
And all the old women will clack, clack, clack, 
When poſty ſets off with his crack, crack, crack. 


All che quizes will cry, what a fight we have ſeen ! 
There is Miſs Judy Guzzle and Billy Maclean 
In a poſt-chaiſe and pair, like a king and a queen, 
e off, by the firkins, to Gretna Green !! 


All the ducks, &c. 


| Then how we ſhall guzzle, and gobble, and cram 

Geeſe, turkies and pigs, fat veniſon and ham, 

With raſhers and eggs, beef, mutton and lamb ; 
ye the ſh ſhall all ſwim in a good hearty dram. 


All the ducks, &c. 
3 But, oh, how ! long for to ſce the fine joke ! 
4 ſmith, dreſt ſo ſmug, in a parſon's black cloak ! 28 
Then, galloping home, to ſurprize the old folk, 
f 55 Wen make 0 dad and nuncle to buſtle and croak. 


All the ducks, c. 


Clerk. (A loud rapping at ' the door Hey, Miſs jady! 
Who is this that is making ſuch a plaguy rapping at the 
outſide door? J 

Tudy. Run, Billy, and 8 "dike me, I hope i it 
may be thieves going to jail !! —I ove to ſee my father 
nab them 

ü be runs behind à door — TH preps and runs back. N 
; ' Clerk, Miſs Judy, Miſs Judy, a whole heap of . 
0 %unken men they will break the door down— 


Tos 


* bs 4 * > - . —_- 
— — — * a - 2 . C'S * 
— 5 — — — > . 2 N 26 
— — — — — D 2 = , 
r 2 —— = = rr r = ant ge r — — — — - 
: oh rm - "2 — 


— — . — — — —— — 
yo - A 5 hd - 
— - —— 2 — ak 


56 THE BIRTH NIGHT. 


Judy. Let them in, Billy — I' ſtay here and peep, 
I loves to ſee drunken men, they curſe and ſwear fo, they 


— one ſo charmingly out of one's ſenſes. 


Enter F RED ERIC K and Co. r in a a Pickpocter, 


15 Frederick, Bring the raſcal along, bring him along— 
here, you thick-headed dog, hang this fellow without 
judge or jury !—do you hear, you gaping blockhead, 
tuck up this dog, this pickpocket we have brought ſor 
| Juſtice. 


Firft Co ompanion. 


ing gentlemen : 
 Pickfecket. 


your honour the chaite and horſes to-morrow night—— 


PII ſteal out the beſt pair of nags in my maſter's fable for 
you, if you let me flip off. 
ler. Ts black Jack, is it you mum, In g get 

you C clear! 
people, I know this gentleman very well. 


You muſt be miſtaken here, good 


Second Companion. Os eh damn me, Tom. 1 
twig the gentleman, I ſay— 
Frederick. 


Clerk, Sir, this 15 no hour for . him 
here in Fuſody, and call in the morning— 
Freacrich. 


Yes, ES, WI ner he ſtole my | 

 watch---I like juſtice, Mr. Preſident--ſupport the chair--- : 
rot me — 
Judy. ( Paps in) Laus a me, what brave fine look. 3 


( Afede to Bill, ly). Maſter Billy, you knows 
I'm John the hoſtler of the Black Bull, who is to get 


| Send the 1 to jail, Gnd him to jail--- 
where is old ſquare toes? 


Call in the morning! curſe you. you dog, 
do you know who you ſpeak to, eh ?- 
Cie. Well, Sir, my maſter 1s 5 is in his 
bed, Sir---he has got the gout in his ſtomach. | 


Fu . 


of 


Lind 
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First Comparion. Sick or well, let us haul the guts out 
of his bed. „„ | 
-._. Clerk, Sir, now L remember he is gone to the club 
Frederick. What---fink mene to the club with 
the gout in bis ſtomach !- -that won't ws you dog 


| Enter JUDY. 
Judy. Yes, indeed, papa is gone to the club. 
Frederick. A fine, daſhing girl, by the law of an 
_ ---One ſmack at thoſe nice lips 
Second Companion. Ay, Fred. let us kiſs old Mocus' 5 
daughter (As they run to kiſs her, ſhe ſcreams out. . 
Jag. Billy, Billy, they are kiſſing me 
: (Runs to the ſide o the page.) | 
EY Se Here Sir, Sir---hilloa, Mr. Guzzle- 
Picſhoctet. Zooks, I'll give them the flip —keep 
my head out of the noozle for this time Skulks out ) 


Enter JusTICE. 


Juſtice. What is all this noiſe in my office for? 

Frederick. Zooks, here comes the old crab---I dare | 
{ſwear he has walked backwards out of the club-room. 1 
_.. Clerk, Sir, theſe gentlemen have been mauling Miſs | 

Judy. | | 
Judy. Yes, papa, they have been touzling me all over, 
as if they would eat me. / Laws, what fine kiffes.) 
JFuſtice. I'll commit them all to bridewell---unman- 
nerly ruſfians 
Firſt Companion A fine girl, burſt me---old Catchpole 
---Di---Pil give a hogihead of claret for her. 

Second Companion. And I give 1 give---L---l- — 

5 ſhe 1 is 2 damned fine laſs, for certain 

Fuftice. Very well, gentlemen, very well, you won't 
- find that this matter ſhall end 0 caſil y with you. 

| F reerick. 
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F rich, Where i is this damn'd plckjweker ? 


| Here to inſult me? 
John has given th*m the ſlip. | == © Afi ae.) 


w here he is 


il walking ſoberly, and frraight along the ſtreet, ſo---he--= 
|| he---ſtole---yes, he ftole---and that's my evidence 


ſetting ſuch a drunken example. 
out of the houſe. 


be ſent to bridewell for your drunken, diſorderly conduct. 


[| burn his wig---that's the fun 
All. Burn his wig---burn his 8 


Judy. Laws a'me, what fine fun Lie - 
. All. Huzza---huzza 
f Tuftice. Here, Billy, Billy, run for the 8 


Jh. Papa, papa, the gentlemen * ſpoil'd your 
_ Sunday's wig. 


you raſcal 
and my hat and cane, Pl teach the puppies: 


Judy. Oh, dei; what a fine fluſtrum ! I [ Exeunt, 


Fuſtice, What n n 5 'sfleſh, do ou come 
Clerk. Ay, Sir, what e Black 


Frederick, Yes, Ye Pl catch him — Here 1s the 


COT He lays hold of one of the ini s ſervants.) 
Third Companion. Ay, Mr. Juſtice, I wear, as I was 


Fuſtice. Come, come, gentleman, you had better go 
home until you are ſober ; it's a ſhame for you to be 
| Servant. As I Rope to be ſaved, maſter, 15 never was 


Juſtice. Let my ſervant alone, Sir. 00 FP to 


Frederick, What does old CurcBpore lay ?---rot me--- 


(They prof off his wig and kick it about the be page: 7 


(T hey all run out of the door laughing and huzzaing.) | 
Juſtice. Here, you fellow, go, and his 8 5 
Here, daughter Judy, get me my ſcratch, | 


"Rune i out. 3 


SCENE 


SC 
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SCENE L ACT III. 


SCENE the Ball hos, Jt with Lamps, Feſtoons, 
&c. di iſeovers old DAZZLE, with his Legs on a Chair, 
ſeemingly in Pain; the whole Company dancing; Mr. 
BENEYLOL with CYNTHIA, after the Dance Refreſh- 


ments; Mr. BENEVOL leads C NTHIA 70 a bar 
next old DAZZLE. | 


Mr. Dazzle. Very well Mr. Benevol, very well, this 
is perfect tantallization ; but I've {cen as young a man 


as you make a falle ſtep, 


Mr. Benevol. I aſſure you, Sir, I am very Gary that 
ſuch an accident has happened — but the fortune of war, 
Sir 

Cynthia, Won't you ſit down, Mr. Benevol ? 

Mr. Benevdl., Madam, I ſhall have that honour i im- 
mediately. ( Bows and retires.) _ 

Mr. Daxzle. My charming Cynthia ! the ecftacy of 
ſeeing you move like a goddeſs, and trip on the light 
fantaſtic toe, ſo totally abſorbed all my attention, that 
I ſcarce knew whether I had been * a minuet, or 
coupeing in a cotillion. 


Cynthia. I hope you have not ſuffered much * che 
fall, Sir 
Mr. D Oh, ſplit the 11 did not care if 
it had been burnt at the ſhrine of Venus, if I had not 
experienced the mortification of ſurrendering up, ſuch a 
treaſure, to the hands of another =— Madam, it might 


now, for what I care, be hanging among the crutches in 
the pump n room | 


Singe. 


a dream. 


660 THE BIRTH NIGHT. 
( Sings.) 


I value a limb as a trifle, 

You, by curing the ſmart 
Of a deep-wounded heart, 
The reſt of my members may rifle, 


I care not a farthing, and rot me, 
In joy of poſſeſſing 
So charming a bleſſing, 
If pot left a leg to ſupport me. 


My boſom releas'd from deſpair, 
Upon Cupid's fair wing 
I would warble and ſing, 
Like the paradiſe bird in the air. 


Cynthia. Mr. Dazzle is ſo polite ! ——— 
(Mrs. Bede comes up.) 
Mrs. Behword. Cynthia, my dear, I wiſh to ſpeak to 


YO enim 


Mr. Dagele. Madam, nobody has a right to 5 
«© my dear” to this charmer, but myſelf---not even a fe- 
male 


I am a monopolizer of perfection- 
Cynthia, For a moment, if you pleaſe, Sir---(Ry/es.) 
Mr. Dazzie, Madam, that moment is a perfect rape 

of time it is a gap in eternity 

| (be comes forward with Mrs. . 
. Behivood Now, my Cynthia, confeſs to me, did 


you feel any want of Frederick's Company this evening ? 


Cynthia, Don't aſk me---I wiſh, as uncle Toby ſays, 
« I wiſh I was aſleep.” 

Mrs. Belwooed, Aſleep | ! 

Cynthia, Yes, or rather, that I had 3 now 
awoke, and found that theſe laſt three months wers al 


Mee 
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Mrs, 3 Do you feel, then, that my brother 
15 an amiable man ? 


Cynthia. Huſh, huſh, here he is | 

Mr. Belauood. ( Bringing refreſhments) Among ſo many 
elegant refreſhments, it is difficult to determine which is 
the moſt refreſhing ; but I conceive, the good old- faſhi- 
on'd negus, as being warm, will be ſafeft——— Miſs 


Fenton, I have the honour—Siſter, do me the favour —— 


K Gives a glaſs to each of them, and returns with the 
empty ones.) 

Cynthia, Oh, Mrs. Belwood, how happy I am, that 
that unfortunate young man has not kept his engage. 
ment!! 

Mrs. Belauood. Ves, I PEER you have a fair open 
now, for a quarrel wihant — to ny further expla- 
nation. 


"B nter CHANTILLON. 


 Chamillon. Madamoſelle, here be de very args fa- 
mily of de Meſſrs. Dazzles, as dey tell me, coming, head 


over de heels up de ftairs, all ver drunk, upon. my 
word | 


Cynthia. Gracious heavens 11 


Enter FREDERICK fr/t—be runs to Cynthia, and endea- 
ours to hold her; then another enters, who making his 
bow, can't lift up his head again; and as he calls out to 
Frederick for aſſiſtance, he falls on bis JE next com- 


Yo ing in Tumoling over him, 


Frederick. Ha! my little wench, you thought to run 
— I'll have a kiſs, that's poſs- 


Cynthia, Mr. Dazzle, inſolent fellow !! 
Old Dazzle. Knock the ruffian down! 
Mr. Beue vol. Hands off, Sir 


| G Frederich. 


75 rr 
3 1 n — . 


mec I'll whip you through the lungs 


| ten or twelve of them. 
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- Proderich, What, for ſuch a puppy as you fink 


Draaus his fevord. } 
Mr. Fenton. Sir, what do you mean by this audaci- 


ous behaviour in my houſe ?—Here, Thomas, Janes, 


turn theſe fellows out of doors. 


Old Dazzle. Ay, rot him, kick him out of the 8 
Cbantillon. Here, Thomas, James — ver de devil be 


you all ma foi come and turn theſe madmen out of 


de houſe. ¶ Runs out.) 
Frederick. Draw, you raſcals, all of you= 
I'll have among you 
Firſt Companion. Yes. yes, ll back Mr. Preſident— 
The chair, damn me, chair, ſupport the chair 
Frederick. Ha, Jemima, here I— we'll cuckold the 


. 


doctor after all 


( Attempts to kiſs her Mr. Benewol runs up to hin, 
and catching his favord from him, throws him from 
HDieor to the other ſide of the ſtage. 

Mr. Benevol. Infamous villain ! don't irritate me 
more—or, beaſtly drunk as you are, ER make an exam- 
ple of you on the ſpot. 

Cynthia. Oh, my dear Mr. Benevol ! for my ſake--- 

Frederick, For your ſake l- damn it, who are you! 

Mr. Fenton, Are none of my ſervants to be found? 


Frederick, Let den come on rot it, lads, won 't you. 
back me? 


Second 8 You.” Fil back you. | | 
1 He /f aggers fore ward and falls ; 50 | 


an CHANTILLON running. 


Chantillon. Oh, oh, begar dere be another family 
of the Dazzles coming up de iairs——begar, ms b 7 


Eli 


but 
theſ 


1 
don 
1 
port 
1 
that 
Hir, 


in c 


altar 


* TT 
Hie! 
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Enter a Parcel of Coxs TABLES heated by the Landlord, 
| evith his head bound up. 


Landlord. That sone of your men—and ore is an- 
other and here is another. 


Chbantillun. Oh, begar, de family of de Diiaies can 


be eaſily picked out of de whole room, without much 


trouble! If you came a little ſooner, you might cram 


dem all in one baſket, for dey lay ia the FIN in the 
noe. 

F "rederich. | Raſcals, do you know who we are ? 
Chantillun. Yes me ſwear you be de father of de 
Dazzles. TER 7 

Old Dazz/e, Yes, yes, I'll give up = ret ee 
with pleaſure. 

Conſtable. Oh, we know the gentleman very well! 
he is an old acquaintance, and treats as e in 


the watch-houſe as a prince. 


Mr. Fenton. But what can all this mean do you 


take this for a watch-houſe ? 


(T hey quarrel with the Canſtables, 9 carry them Ul 

by force, * | 
Landlord. 1 am very ſorry, Sir; for this diſturbance ; 3 
but you ſee the condition Jam in, from the behaviour of 
theſe ruffians. 


Mr. Dazzle, Ay, ay, 1 Frederick, and 1 


don't care what you do with the reſt. 


Mr. Fenton. Sir, you might have taken another op- 
portunity, rather than diſturb my company in this manner. 
Landlord. I was directed here, Sir, and did not know 
that ſuch confuſion would be the conſequence—— beſides, 


Sir, Juſtice Guzzle inſiſted on my directing the men, 
in conſequence of a warrant iſſued out by him for an 


alfault on his perſon. | | | 
3 2 My 
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Ur. Fenten. Well, Sir, that does not concern me— 

go look to your priſoners. Exit landlord. 
Mr. Dazzle, As you are ſenſible that I am not re- 
ſponſible for this gentleman's flights of fancy, 1 will make 
no apology for him; and only hope you will not take one 
from himſelf, if he preſumes to offer it---- An inſult offered 
to Miſs Cynthia Fenton, Sir, ſhould bs conſidered as the 
cauſe of ſociety at large. ; 
Mr. Fenton. I am ſorry hat ſuch a dean n mould 

have diſturbed our felicity = Lead the way, gentle- 
men, after the ladies to the ſupper room let us re- 
ſume our gaiety over a glaſs of champaigne and a co- 
tillion. 


Chantillen. Ha, viva de cotillion ! — 1 
SCENE I. ACT HI. | 
Mr. BENE. 


SCENE a Room in Mr. BELWOOb'ꝰs. 
| VOL and SCAMP ER. 


— 
_ * 


Mr. Benewol. In this affair, Sir, you have acted cer- 
tainly in a friendly manner towards Miſs Fenton; and, 
though I fear you miſtake, in ſuppoſing that I can be 


admitted to have any ſelf-intereſt in it, further than the 
pleaſure of ſeeing innocence reſcued from deſtruction ; 


yet I hold myſelf much indebted to you, for making me 
the channel of communicating the intelligence. 

Mr. Scamper. Oh, Sir, in that reſpect you don't per- 
fectly underſtand me ! — J have already expoſed the 
tranſaction to the young lady, that ſhe may be on her 


guard, as 1 ſhould have been very forry ti to have involved 
| you 


er 


ed 
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you in a quarrel, which might have been the reſult—— 
My preſent viſit was occaſioned by my anxiety to give 


you the earlieſt intimation ; that you might take advan- 
tage of it, if you had a real attachment to the lady, 


Mr, Bene vol. I am very ſenſible, Sir, of your extreme 


_ politeneſs - pray, may I take the liberty of aſking, to 
what cauſe am I indebted, for the very flattering part, 


you have ſo warmly elpouled in my ſervice, who am {0 
perfectly a ſtranger to you.“ | 
Mr. Scamper. Oh, Sir, you are there miſtaken ! your 


character, Mr. Benevol—your character, Sir, is ſur- 
rounded with ſuch a refulgent radiance; that at the ſame 


time, it prevents you from conſidering common objects, 

muſt ever render yourſelf a meteor for public obſervation. 
Mr. Beue vol. Nay, nay, Mr. Scamper, you are ra- 

ther in the extreme in your compliments ; 
Mr. Scamper. Not J, upon my ſoul, Sir—I am, but 


the ſimple echo of public opinion —— I revere a man 


of character, Sir —although a poor individual myſelf, and 


hardly uied by the world, I like to ſee the proſperity of 
the virtuous, and the brave. 


Me. Benevol. I ſhould be very happy, Sir, to be of 
any ſervice to you, that lies in my power—your princi- 


Ples, Sir, as the world goes, ſhew you to be one of a 


million, and your ſingular warmth of approbation, muſt 


certanly be very gratifying to me. 


"Bw Mr. BELWOOD. 


Mr. Belawood. J hope I don't intrude | wo— 

Mr. Benewol. Intrude! impoſſible——Brother, this 3 is 
Mr. Scamper—a gentle man, who has been of very ſingu- 
lar ſervice to your friend, Miſs Fenton. Scamper bows.) 

Mr, BeFwood. The moſt conſummate paraſite in town. 

2 
8 3 Mr. 
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Mr. Benewol. This is the gentleman, who has expoled 


the whole of this infamous tranſaction—and upon my 


word, actuated by the moſt liberal principles ! 


Scamper. ( Bows conſequentially) Ves, Sir, mere huma- 


nity; mere humanity—T deſerve no praiſe 
Mr. Belwood. ( Indignantly) Mr. 8 you ſhall 
have all the praiſe you merit—Brother, don' t FRY know 
this gentleman's character? 
Mr. Bene vol. Not 1—1 take him to be a man of very 
great benevolence 
Mr. Belwood. Humph, perhaps ſo, Mr. ig 


there are certain characters in life, which to treat with 
_ delicacy would be a ſilent commendation of vice, and an 


inſult to the feelings of an honeſt man- 
Scamper. 
Mr. Belauood. I don't ak to repeat what I have 
advanced, Sir—brother, how could you, for a moment, 
liſten to this gentleman's plea of hamanity ; whom you 
detect in the fact, of firſt, furthering the deſigns of a vil- 
lain; then, diſcloſing the ſecrets of a boſom friend, who 
has notoriouſly been his protector from a jail for years 
Sir, you may ſave yourſelf the trouble of an apology, 
founded, no doubt, upon ſome hypocritical pretext—No 
motive, Sir, can excuſe your betraying a friend, while 
you continue to {mile in his face, and 888 of his 
bounty 
* 3 What! in a cauſe of ſuch. conlpquence 


to morality ? 


Sir L 


Mr. Belauood. The maſk of friendſhip ſhould never 


be proſtituted to any purpoſe u hatſoever - even honeit 
motives can never apologize for a breach of truſt- come, 
Mr. Scamper, ſincerely 5 che reaions that 
influenced your Farne congue 


8 camper, 


0 


faithful to his truſt 


_ indignation 
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Scamper. Diſtreſs, Sir ! ——— 

Mr. Bene vol. Aſtoniſhing !! 

Mr. Belwood. 1 thought ſo—diftreſs, the effect of 
riot and diſſipation!! Now, Sir, to prove to you, that I 
am uniform in my opinion, reſpecting breaches of friend- 
ſnip though you could be of great ſervice to Miſs Fen- 
ton, and her friends, yet I ſcorn to bribe you—though 
that young man has unpleafant remembrances of her's in 


his poſſeſſion, which I know you could infidiouſly obtain ; 
"yet, 1 prefer calling myſelf, and hazarding my own per- 


fon to inſult, rather than make any man a tool to act un- 


Mr. Bene vol. " Mawr Belwood, don't be fo ag 

Mr. Belvucod. Oh, 1 deteſt awning on villainy 
(Turning away. / 

Se. Sir, will you ; pleads to liſten to me—— _ 

Mr. Benevol. Yes, yes, Mr. Scamper, he ſhall. 

Mr. Belwood. Proceed, Sir 

Scamper. Sir, the remembrances that you THY: at, are 


in my poſſeſſion—theſe letters I foreſaw they would be of 
_ conſequence z and I acknowledge, was entruſted with--. "1 
them, on purpoſe, to publiſh them to the world, in caſe 


his attack on her honour had become a matter of public 


notoriety. 


Mr. Bene wol. Mercifal heaven ! what 8 
Mr. Belrvood. You ſee, brother, I was juſtified i in my 
Pray, Sir, why did you not ſurrender 


theſe letters at firſt ? 
Scamper. With ſhame I acknowledge—T_ thought to 
| have had a handſome preſent for the ſuppoſed trouble of 
$ 3 chem; but your manly virtues has overawed 
me. Permit me to add, that you are the firſt man I ever 
met © with, who had ſpirit enough openly to avow your 


contempt 


r 
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contempt for vice, in direct oppoſition to the rules of 
etiquette. 


Mr. Belauocd. No compliments, pray —thoſe letters 
ſhall be ſafely deliver'd into the lady's hands from whence 


they imprudently came : as to a pecuniary recompenſe, 


I will not put my hand in my purſe to ſupply vou with 
a temporary reſource for a gaming table; but, when i 
you coolly determine to aſſume a new character, and in 
lieu of a peſt, become of ſerious uſe to ſociety, in any 
proper plan of life you may pleaſe to adopt, 1 ſhall be 


the firſt to relieve you. 
Scamper. 


(Mr. Bene vel follows him to the door at fig his . 
inio his bands —Scamper bows and exit.) 

Mr. Belwood 

too open. 


tyiphs to aſſiſt you in the chace — ee half the day 
is our OWN. 

Mr. Benewve!. In that caſe 1 ſhall EE no FOOTY 
deity than the amiable Cunthi a She muſt be the cen- 


ter of my adoration, (Sings. 


If melter'd beneath the eſteem of the fair, 
Protected by friendſhip and thee, 
1 ſeek for no cherub to fleet through the air, 
Nor angel to hover round me. 


Their forms too aerial for mortals to find 
TIhoſe charms which we wilt to approve ; 
But ] trace in my Cynthia's perſon and mind 

The union of virtue and love. 


5 Then, Sir, I may retire in hopes of merit- 
ing _ aſſiſtance. 


Ah, William, William, your bert * 
22 ge.) Well, William, thus far our arms 
have with ſacceſs been crowned Now, hail your brighteſt 
ſtars! and invoke all the little cherubs, and guardian 


WOC 


lud 
mai 


mit 
tak 


| Joy 


SC 
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No pallicis, no feelings with them can Anne; ; 
Doo temptation to lead them aſtray— | 
Whilſt trials with thee prove thy boſom more pure 
Than filver refin'd from its clay. | 


At her fight even malice retreats from her ſeat, 
| To ſkalk in the caves of deſpair; 
There, murmuring, curſes both heaven and fate, 
For framing a boſom ſo fair. 


Since Nature thus yields thee the laurels of truth, 
No cherub I deign to implore! 

Bleſt with virtue and grace, with beauty and youth, 
Even angels can boaſt of no more. 


Mr. Belwoid. Bravo, purſue your plan, Mrs. Bel- 
waod is at preſent with her, and we have contriv'd a very 
ludicrous plan, to make old Dazzle's viſits be counter- 
manded, even by her father; but you ſhall not be ad- 
mitted to the ſecret till the plot is at its height Come, 
take your hat, and attend me to a a ſcene of happineſs and 
| love. : [ Exeunt, | 


SCENE III. ACT III. 


SCENE old DAZZLE's Dreſſing Room—Diſcovers him 
Half dreſt as a Woman, and FRANCIS attending. 


2 


* 6 


Dasxle. I ſhall never be able to wear high heels and 
ſharp toes I tell you, Francis, I ſhould inevitably break 

my neck in them beſides, how the rn ſhould I + 0 
my gouty foot into one? 

Francis. As for that matter, Sir, you need not i 

- over-anx10us—it is quite the ton now to have low heels, 
1 TM e Fg 
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ſo that the ladies feet go ſplaſh, ſplaſh, through the gut- 
ter, for all the w orld as if they were web. footed like 


a duck. - 
Mr. Dazzle. I ſhall make a Fo ale old woman 
— 1 aer Go theſe eaſtern naboubelies - ever wear 
rouge, eh: | 


Francis Why, you muſt know, I was cinking, Sir | 


you look too pa le for a perſon that is ſuppoſed to have 
been burning in India for ſo many years—— Suppole, 


Sir, I waſh your face with a little of Scott's nankeen dy e— 


it would be quite the ching. 

Dazzle, What, Francis, turn my face into an old pair 
of breeches ! But 1 ſay, Francis, you dog, you 
muſt never diſcover on me, or 4 will play the devil with 
you 

Fr, rancis I, Sir—I—oh, dear! do you think I would 
do ſuch a thing? I had better run for the dye, Sir 
All the world, or at leaſt every body 1 in the houſe, knows 
it already. Aſede. ) [ Ext. 

Mr. Dazzle. T make but a e looking old hag, to 


be ſure—ccod, thoſe petticoats will never ſtay on my , 
ſo well, now let me ſee, if E un- 


hips 
derſtand all this buſineſs right 


0 Sits * and tales out a letter. )Þ- 


Dear SIR, 


« Though unknown to you, as the writer of this, yet as | 
« a friend, you may be certain 1 inform you right, when | 
J tell you, Miſs Cynthia Fenton will ſhortly make a | 


« maich for herſclf, if you dally any longer—therefore, 
« a bold ſtroke muſt be made——you muſt know, Mr. 


Fenton is carrying on this buſineſs, merely, that he may 

« make ycu an inſtrument for obtaining his old flame, Mrs. 

=. Arcot, and by marry ing her, rob your family— (he is 
| | 60 extremel) 


e, 


ay 


rs. 


4 dog — 
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0 extremely friendly upon my word) Now, as the winds 


« are ſo contrary, ſhe can't poſſibly arrive for ſome time; 
your plan would be to go dreſs'd like her, and aſſuming 


« her character, be very kind to his advances, then, in the 

« evening going in your own perſon, demand an immediate 
*© marriage. Mr. Fenton will never dare to refuſe you. 
- This from a friend. 

N. B. Be ſure you talk a great deal of pagodas and 
wy lacks of oa Mes, yes, the matter 15 plain enough. 
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Francis. Here, Sir, ſit down if you pleaſe — now, 
Sir- t'other fide, if you . ay, Sir, this 
will do—a charming Faſt India complexion—a piece of 


old ſmoked parchment to a nicety. 


O. Dazzle, Take care of my eyes, you dog— —Yes, 
ll anſwer for! it, Fenton's heart will bounce when he {ces 
ſo much bile in my face—he will be thinking of a coffin 


and pagodas, with as much avidity as if I was 0 at 


the laſt gaſp. 

Francis ru bg him 400 ger, Jay ghing all the tme—the 
fervarts peeping and laughing. 4 | 

Mr. Daze. Damn it, you're OUR: A at me, you 


Francs. I laugh, Sir, not i—ha, ha, ha, not J. upon 

my ſoul—ha, ha, Da- ha, 1 ha, ha- | 

Mr. Dazzle. Don't provoke me, Francis. 

Francis. Ha, ha, ha,—ha, ha, ha— | 
Mr. Dazzle, I'll knock you down, 985 raſcal. 
Francis, Ha, ha- why, Sir, it's ſo comical I be 


5 your pardon, Sir — Oh, dear, your handkerchief, Sir — 


Mr. Dazzle, You muſt pin it up to my throat, to 
hide my beard as much as poſſible—— there, that will do,. 
Sir — 1 ſee you're . ſtill, you dog. 


Francis. 
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Francis. Not I, Sir—ha, ha— 


Sir here, Sir, here, you muſt pull on theſe gloves. 
( As they pull them on Dazzle looks in the glaſs.) 


Dazzle. Ha, ha, ha---Francis, Why faith, [ look 


comical enough, to be ſure- 


Francis, Comical ! oh, dear, Sir, not in 1 the leaſt ! 
not in the leaſt---a very reſpectable looking old lady . 


ha, ha, ha | 
= BF Dine. Reſpectable, damn'd 6 


face looks ſo cheerful and happy- as pleaſant, as a dried 
lemon peel; and as healthy, as if the land crabs were wait- 
ing dinner for me: but come along, 1 18 the chair 


ready? 

Francis, Oh, you muſt not ſpeak ſo hon; Sir. 

Mr. Daxæle. Oh, hang it, 1 forgot that“ here, 
Francis, call my chair”---(/peaks afecedly )---<* How do 
you do---hem ”---will that do, do you think : 5 
Francis. To a miracle, Sir | 
Mr. Dazzle. Alons---** yes, Mr. Fenton, 1 have the 
| pagodas and rupees- hem is 18,12, &c; | 
| (As he goes out ſinging and moving in a minuet + ſtep, 


Jenny runs plump againſt him, fi gray as if fhe 


| did not expect to fee him.) 
Jenny. « An old woman clothed in grey, | 
Had a daughter moſt charming and young 
Waugh---oh, lord! I am frighten'd out of my ſeven 
ſenſes —— oh, laws, oh, laws--- (Throws herſelf in a How 
Mr. Daxzle. You pert huſſey! what do IM mean 
how dare you come in here? 


Jenny. Oh, dear, 1 is it you, Sir ? I am "IR 


---he, he, he Falls a * 7 
Mr. Dazzle. inſolent ſlut ! 


( Gees out in a paſſiun, Francis fellows vim and 1 re- 
1 e till /aughing. 5 3h 


Francis. 


Oh, dear, your cloak, | 


frat 


of the 


Jen, 
very f 
his clo! 


Mr. FE 


Cynt 

Cha; 
begar 
your Þ: 

Cyut 
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Francis. Mrs. Jenny, you ſurely have the impudence 


of the devil. 


Jenny. Ves, I know I have, to laugh at him to his 
very face---I wonder the old gentleman did not ſhaw + 


his cloven foot — How well his clothes became him. | 
( Sings.) 
The ſerpent in ſummer thus changes his ſkin, 
And into a new one with glee he pops in, 


As pleas'd with his dreſs as a beau, 
A beat, as Pleas d with bis dreſs as a beau, &, . 


So my maſter at laſt growing prudent and wiſe, | 
His natural garb he aſſumes for diſguiſe, 
Being quite an old woman, you know, 


You knew," being quite au old Woman, you Luo. 


Francis, Ha, ha, ha, the old fool You are a merry 


| HE Jenny—and poſitively, the firſt perſon that aſſas 
atter him ſhall be ſent to Mr. Fenton's. 


Jenny. © Being yo_ an old woman, you 1595 Ke. 


[Exeunt. | 


— 


SCENE IV. ACT. III. 


Mr. F ENTON's. NM iſs F ENTON and CHANTILLON, 


C bee” Go this moment from my preſence— 


Chantillon. Vat figuify Madamoſelle ? de one kiſ— 
begar me knows you love me ver well me vont en 


your papa, if you do give me 0ne—— 
Cynthia, Fanny here, Fanny 


REES Chantillon, 


— —— ERS ep — 


85 Clantillm, 
you cry? it be de bagatelle — me do nothing but aſk de 


your portion. 


— OS: I —— A, ACA EEO — ” 


Fünen moi, pray forgive eee me de kick 
| 0 
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| Chantillen, (Puts his arm round her waift) Vat you 


cry, Fanny, for!—me not hurt you, ma foi ! '! 


Cynthia. Inſolent villaip! t (Strikes bim.) 


Enter Mr. FENTON. 


Mr. Fenton. What! 8 all — — 
what is the matter? 

Cynthia. Get out t of the room this ioltant 
5 | | {Sits down and Crit, 5.0 
Ah, viva la liberty ! Tut, tut, vat 


Cynthia, my Fs 


one kiſs, de kiſs of fraternization! ——- Monſieur, vil you 


5 favour me vid de pinch of your ſnuff? 


Cynthia, Oh, papa, turn that wretch out of doors 
Mr. Fenton. 


get from my preſence. 

Chantillen. Me have done no harm me vill marry 
de young creature, if the pleaſe, 

Mr. Fenton, Marry her, you varlet 1—that ſhall be 
( Strikes him acroſs the head.) 5 
Cbantillon. Ha, ma foi, ſtrike me !—!— 

Mr, Fenton. Yes, and there—and there—and there 

Bs | | ( Kicks him 

Chantillen. Ab, Nionkeur tenez vous, tenez vous le 


vill never do fo again. 


Cynthia. Do, papa, ſend him away 
Mr. Fenton. Out, you villain, out of my 88 | 
Chantillen. Ho, begar me be in de wrong box. (Af. 

© a F all, dawn ON his 3 

Oh, Monkeur, me lick de duſt of your feet, if you 21s 


me de pardon: I am de pauvre miſerable, of one poo 
| ſtarved devil, of a petty Garcon— 


Ah, Madamoſc! ie 


J am quite loſt in aſtoniſhment RR pF 
grateful ruffian—dare attempt to kiſs my e N 


OU 
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de face—tramp upon my poor miſerable carcaſe; mt 
don't turn me upon de vide vorld, | | 
Mr. Fenton. Don't dare to talk, but get from my | 
houſe ————— 
Cynthia. Well, papa, if he . che 
future, you muſt forgive him; beſides, indeed, Sir, it 
was in ſome meaſure your own fault, by ſeeming to en- 
courage his infolent freedoms. 
Mr. Fenton. True, my dear, very true am quite 
aſhamed of my abſurdity=— If this is modern reform- 
ation, I wiſh fincerely that the enemies of my country 


may enjoy the fruits of it as long as they live. 


Chantillon. Ah, Monkeur, ah, Madamoſelle—pray, 


pardow ! 111 


Mr. Fenton. {Walking cows much agitated) A fine me- 
thod truly of correcting the manners of ſociety - deſtroying 
the barriers of decency and decorum—inſultng morality 


and diſturbing domeſtic happineſs —-—this is equality with 


a vengeance | The devil himſelf was the firſt that tried 
his hand at this ſort of reformation ! Confound ſuch le- 


 velling—levelling modeſty to ee e e bonne to infa- 


my virtue to vice—and at laſt levelling the whole creation 


to be on a par with old Nick 1A loud rapping at the 


hall door )---Get from your knees, ſirrah—at this lady's. 
requeſt I will overlook your inſolence; but be aſſured, 
the ſmalleſt een that I hear again ſhall ſhat you out 
of my houſe for ever inſolent puppy !! 


_ Chantillon, ¶ Rifing + Ah, Monſieur, me be very 


much oblige—bien oblige upon my vord—me vill be 
tout unne autre choſe —tout unne autre choſe. 


Mr. Fenton. Some body has been let into the drawing 
room—run, Sir. and ſee who it is — The fellow has 


quite unhinged me may dear Ein e can you en me 
for occaſioning this inſult ? 


Cyaihia, I requeſt, Sir, you will think n no more . it. 
ED > 8- SO Re "enter 


freſh as ever- 


hag.) Afte.) 


Y lighting on a diamond mine- 
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Re-enter CHANTILLON. 


It is one Madame Arcot—and ſhe ſend up 
her compliment She be juſt come from the Eaſt Indie. 


Cbhantillon. 


Mr. Fenton. Who the devil! Mrs. Arcot, did you 
fay What ſhall I do, I am quite undreſſed- Chan- 


tillon, run and get me another coat—and do you hear, 
a laced cravat 


Cynthia, my dear, you will come 
and fee the old lady—1 muit run and change my dreſs — 
Cynthia. I have been thrown into ſuch a flutter, Sir—1 


muſt retire to my room for a few minutes; but I ſhal! 


wait on you as ſoon as Faun Exeunt . 


SCENE v. ACT nx; 
SCENE changes to the drawing Room; diſcovers old My. 
DAZZLE areſt as Mrs. ARCOT ; Mr. FENTON 


entering. 


2 


Mr. Fenton. My dear Mrs. Jen I am ſo happy to 


ſee you- 


| Dazzle. Ay, ay, I thought to have ſurprized you, 


my dear friend---the firſt houſe I came to. 


Mr. Fenton. This% ſo very kind ( Salutes her again} 


| Damn It, what a beard. ) ( Afrae. J—A fine eVer- green 


eaſtern exotic—a e roſe from Sharon, blooming and 
e What a yellow withered 


Mr. Dazzle. Oh, dear, till the fame bewitehing 


tongue, Mr. Fenton. 


Mr. Fenton. Such an unexpetted 1 is like 
all brilliancy and ſur- 
prize thoſe piercing eyes ſtill of che firſt water (jus 


like the ſcales of a dead carp.) (Aide. Indeed you 


| look quite n (the uglieſt de vil 1 ever aw) | 


( Afrde. 


Mr. Daxs Þ 


Mercy on me what an agreeable . 
( Salutes her I am ſo happy to ſee you 


a trifle after all- 


ſee -I am going 
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Mr. Dash Nay, nay, you are a flattering rogue — 


Oh, dear, a bad complaint in my liver, my friend 


Mr. Fenion. Pray, let me beg you to be ſeated— 1 
am ſo very happy to ſee you! (Draws a chair and fits be- 
fide ber) Believe me, you look healthy and fat—(ſach 
a half-ſtarved devil!) Ade. I'l warrant you, 
Engliſh air and Engliſh beef will ſoon make you forget 
your complaints (ſhe can't live a fortmght—( 4/ae. ) 

Mr. Dazzle. Oh, friend, ( Congbs) you ſee—ycu 
-Well, my friends will be the better 
for me. Ah, Mr. Fenton! you were an old admirer of 
mine don't you recollect Fanny Dazzle? You uſed 
to admire my fine hair —ay, ay, you were always a 
young flatterer—( 7 aps him on the cheek with her fan.) 

Mr. Fenton. And why not be merry and wife hill, 
Mrs. Arcot ?— Ods my . L am 0 om to ſee l—you 

muſt excuſe me ¶ Kits . 

Mr. Daxæle. Fie, fie, 55 F ede ths devil! 1 | 
will quite ſmother me) {afide) and yet my fortune is but 
- Hard labour, to bear the nauſeous 
embraces of a tawny, and drink ſherbet for a few lack of 
rupees and pagodzs—quite a trifle, y_ a trifle, 

Mr. Fenton. You are ſo charming !—(4ifſes her again) 


the ſame ſweet tone of voice! (200K how like a crack'd 
| trumpet). ( Afaae. 7 FE REA | | Fan loud rap. p 


Enter CHAN' IILLON. 


Chantillun. Here be another grand lady come here to 
lee you :—unne autre Madam Arcot from de India 
Mr. Fenton. Who! what! another Mrs. Arcot — 
ſome fooliſh blunder this. 

Mr. Dazzle, ( ah de ) Gads -wy life, the kerle has 
boiled over! 


H 4 „ e 
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| Enter Mrs. BELWOOD as Mrs. ARCOT ; Mr. 
F ENTON riſes, appearing in much furprize, 


Mrs. Bhd: Mr. Warren, I am very glad to ſee 


you—You remember your old flame ? 
Mr. Fenton. Madam—I—I—(curſe me if I know 
which of theſe people to affront). ¶ Aſide.) | 
Mr. Dazzle. Aide to Mr. Fenton) It was all a joke 


A= don't diſcover on me—huſh, huſh, bY m your old friend 


Dazzie—all a joke. 


Mrs. Belwood. Very well, very well, I ſee you don- t 
know me—Yes, yes, I ſuppoſe the climate and the ra- 
vages of time have altered me. 


Mr. Fenton. Madam, permit me to wiſh. you joy on 


your arrival (K* es her, )—-I— am very happy to 


ſee you— But upon my word I- pray let me re- 
queſt you'll take a chair — 1 am very glad — What 


he devil is all this? (Aſide.) # 
| Mrs. Belwood. Sure, Mr. Fenton, this old lady has | 


very much the features of my brother. 


Mr. Dazzle. Hem, hem, very hoarſe, 11 1 


hear very well, madam—(Damn it, Fenton, you ſhal! 
have her if you don't diſcover on me). ( Aſide.) 


Mr. Fenton. Mrs. Arcot, the pleaſure of ſeeing you | | 


had uch 3 an effect on me Give me leave, Madam 


Kiss her | 


Enter CHANTILLON running. 


Chantillun. Vel dis be very comique—begar i it be — 
here be one autre Mrs. Arcot, come here—have five, fix, | 
black footmen, and very grande livery-— She be com 
ing up vid Madamoſelle Cynthia, and my old Or» 
Who did come at de * lame time. 


Mr Fenton. 
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Mr. Fenton. (Starting up. Why, zooks this is more 
farce! What do ry mean, you blockhead what 1 is 


| all this? 


Cpantillon. Ma boi! ſhe kiſs Madamoſelle 0 on de ſtair, 


and call her daughter. 


Mrs. Belwood. ( Af ae) Sure this muſt be ſome joke 


on me. 


Mr. Dazzle. Then, Ie may 15 N to aſk 


who the devil are you ? 


Mrs. Belwood. And pray, Madam, may in turn pre- 


ſame to aſk who the devil are you? 


Mr. Fenton. And Pays my [ preſume to alk who the 
devil you both are? 


Enter Mrs. ARCO T and CYNTHIA, followed by Mr. 
BEL WOOD and Mr. BENEVOL; Mrs. ARCOT 
Speaking to CYNTHIA, © ny 


Mrs. Arcot. Sweet amiable girl !—ah, my little child, 


vou ſhall find a mother in me | promiſe you Mr. 
Fenton, I am very happy to ſee ycu. e Carthes. > & 


Mr. Fenton. Gadſzooks I'll be made no more fun of : 


Come, come, Madam, no jokes upon me 


Cynthia. Papa, what do you mean? Don't vou 


1 know my godmother ? 


Mr. Fenton. Godmother | why, my dow, how many 
godmothers have you ? Here are already two, and now 
pops up a third——one of them has got a beard, and I 


ſuppoſe a par of breeches into the bargain. 


Mr. and Mrs. Belwood ſpeal apart. | 
Myc. 3 Had I known, Mr. Fenton, that I ſhould 
have met with ſuch a nen, 1 aſſure you I ſhould not 


- Þ have troubled vou. 
Mi. Fenion. Madam, what would you have me do? | 
Here are two Mrs. Arcots already brow- beating one an- 


other: 
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other : one of them whiſpers to me, that he is old Mr. 
 Dazzle—and who the devil the other 1s I cannot tell- 


Mrs. Arcot. You talk very unintelligibly, Sir one 


of theſe ladies my brother! ! 


Mr. Fenten. Upon my ſoul, Madam, he may be your : 


ſiſter for what I know. 

 Chantillcz. Ma foi, ver comique this=——deſe "0 
| liſh be ver tick ſcull not to know de man from de woman. 
Mrs. Belwood, (Ceomes forward) Mr. Fenton, I have 
to beg your pardon: 


1 had was alittle pleaſant diverſion, on which account I 
aſſumed the character of this lady, who has ſurprized us 
all, and whoſe pardon I have to aſk. 


Mrs. Arcot. Madam, you have it from oy ps 


ha, ha, and fo this is my brother. 


Mr. Dazzle. Well, hang it, fince the cat is out of 5 
Sifter, 1 am 
very glad to ſce you; but the truth ſhall out—damn it 
but it ſhall! This gentleman, wanting to get your for- 


the bag, let every one look to his tail 


tune, had laid a ſcheme to coax me, by marrying me to 


his daughter, that I might ſpeak in his fayour to you, - 


and ſo to make a fool of him, I came as you ſee. 


(Thruws off his cloak and hat and tramps on them. 7 


Mr. Fenton. To make a fool of me, Sir! 
Mrs. Arcot. Come, come, you muſt not quarrel for 


1 a joke —ha, ha, ha, to be ſure, brother, without you have 
'' got the jaundice, I am not under much compliment to 


you for making ſuch a repreſentation of me. 


Mr. Dazzle. Why, to be ſure there is a little nankeen 
dye on my face! but it will ſcrub off—l did not 


mean to offend you, filter — 
1 Takes up his point: and qvipes his face.) 
Mr. Fenton. 


-"T his was all an innocent trick, 
and we are completely out-plotted. It was my ſcheme, 
therefore, Mr. Dazzle cannot be offended; the ſole view 
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Mn. Fenton. Mrs. Arcot, excuſe my impertinence— 
but I was fo vex'd to be made a dupe of 
Mr. Dazzle. Yes, yes, ſiſter, talk to "him about pa- 
5 godas and a lack of rupees, and he'll ſoon bill and. coo. 
Mrs Arcot. Ah, no! Mr. Fenton has too much ſenſe 
to trifle with an old woman of fixty ; but, I promiſe my 
little Cynthia ſhe ſhall loſe nothing from her not ws 
nearer allied. 
Mr. Fenton. Madam, my little Cynthia! 15 under great 
obligations to you——Ha, Mr. Belwood aud Mr. Be- 
nevol, you are great rogues 1 ice you have been at 


the bottom of this. 


Mrs. Belawoed. Are you angry with me, Mr. Fenton? 
Mr. Fenton. Yes, I am, my ſweet woman, for diſ- 
figuring yourſelf ſo much. . 
Mrs. Arcot. Ves, ſo I ſay, Mr. Fenton l ſuppoſe 

they thought I ſhould come over like a pickled mango 


Enter CHANTILLON. running, followed 2 
F#F REDERICK. | 


| FED Ho, begar here be le father of de Daz 
. wes coming again. 

Frederick, I am extremely ſorry, Mr. "Pig that 
1 acted ſo imprudently laſt night. 

Mr. Fenton. Upon my word, Sir (circumſtances con- 
ſidered) [ think it neceſſary tor you to enlarge 225 apo- 
logy to the whole company. . 

Frederick. Ha! confuſion 1 Belwood, here!! 
Mr. Beluvod. Ves, Sir, I am here, and let me tell 

you (making free with Mr. Fenton's houſe) you are a | 
villain 


Mr. > EIT} And take the liberty of beg my 


brother's words you are a villain 


Mr. Pausl 


— — 
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per, Sir, has ſaved you that trouble 
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Mr. Dazzle. Yes, yes, 1 n that's a pretty _ 
ral opinion. 
Frederick. laſolent raſcals—— Mr. Fenton, I am tor- 


prized to ſee you ſtand ſo tamely, and ſubmit to have 


ſuch a cowardly e taken ot a gentieman.1 in your 


houſe. 


Mr. Fenton. Gentleman far ſhame, Sir, don't t pro- 


ſtitute the word -a gentleman is a man of feeling, honour, 


truth and virtue hoſe actions give him the diſtinction, 
and whoſe ſoul raiſes him above the common herd of 
mankind — not a lying, mean paultroon, who aſſumes the 


title of a enen, to deceive the world and betray the | 


innocent. 
Frederick. Well, Sir, . do you infer from thence ? 


3 Fenton. Young man, none of your impertinent 
airs here! 
theſe gentlemen gave of you is true in every ſenſe of the 
word ——— This fair witneſs ſtands here to regiſter my 


The inference is this, that the character 


opinion 


She has expoſed your villainous deſigns, and 


1 even feel the dignity of a parent lowered by addreſſing 
you, or admitting you to ſtay a moment in my houſe. 
Frederick. Since you will have it fo, I ſhall prove un- 
der her own hand-writing. | - 
Mr. Fenton. Prove what Von lie, you raſcal ! T 

| you can prove nothing of my child that can ſpeak to her 
_  diſhonour, 


Mr. Belwood. {( Afide to Mr. F. Dazzle Mr. Scam- 
- The papers you 
baſely and infidiouſly allude to are in my cuſtody; and, 


if you proceed a ſtep further, your conduct mall be Shoe 
matter for a public trial. 


Mr. Dazzle. Ay, ay, a very agreeable interview 
between you and your aunt here yes, I res you dog 
you would come to the gallows ! | 
Re a | : Fr ederich, 
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Frederick. What the devil! who have we here? | 
Mr. Dazzle. Your father, you dog—never land Sap- 
ing here, but look to your aunt Arcot, 

Frederick, My aunt !! | 

Mrs. Arcot. 1 have with indignation liſten'd to the re- 
proaches which ] have no doubt you deferve, and am 
ſorry to find, that thoſe whom I ſhould naturally wiſh to 
eſteem and raiſe i m the world are lo wholly undeſerving 
my regard. 

Frederick, Madam, [—I—am very ſorry. 

Mr. Dazzle, Yes, I thought, you villain, you'd come 
to the pariſh—— Your golden dreams are all gone to the 

devil, my boy. g 15 e 

Mrs. Arcot. Upon my word, brother, I don't know 
whether your dreams have been of gold or filver; but 
I repeat it with regret, that the only method, by which 


1 could find out your refidence in town, was public in- 


quiry: and it hurts me to add, that your diſſipated Prin- 


_  Ciples were the only mark of your notoriety. 


O. Daxazle. Humph——!-—rot me, but I'll knock 
vou down if you look at me ik To Frederick. ) | 
Mrs. Arcet. Come hither, my Cynthia, your welfare 
in future ſhall be interwoven With my on and where- 
ever you think you can command happineſs, I only hope 
to be made at leaſt the ſecondary. inſtrument for promo- 
ting it. | 
Conthia. Madam, you are infinitely too gooddeti 
Mrs. Belwood, ( Having return 4 with her Face waſh'd) 
I have a brother, Madam! 
Mrs. Arcot. Now, my life for it, I know what you 
would fay, or 1 am no phy ſiognomiſt—if that anxious, 
pleaſing countenance does not inform me of the whole. 


7 Pointing 2 Bae $4; 


Mr. Benevel , 
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Mr. Ben:vel. Madam, fince you have ſo flatteringly 


_ diſtinguiſhed me as the 92705 let me e hope for . 9 


tle influence here. | 
Cynthia, Since [ welt ſpeak | 
Frederick, Cynthia, Cy nthia, liſten to one 8 


Mrs. Arcot. Unhappy young man! as you value my 


countenance, or diſpleaſure, for ever don't preſume to 


ſpeak or interfere. (He bows and 7 errres.) What were you 


| ſaying, my Cynthia? 


_ Cynthia, I confeſs, Madam, I have Hine this gene- | 
man a great deal of injuſtice, by crediting the i injurious 


reports ſpread againſt his character; and, if it is his 


anxious with, and that my father conſents to my alliance 
with him, I have no objection to make him every re- 


compenſe in my power. 
Mr. Benewol. Lovely, amiable girl, you 1 never * injured 
me (Taking her by the hand.) © 

Mr. Fenton. If 1 conſent Why, my Wy 1 don't 


know what to ſay to that matter I'll conſent to loſe my 


life, if it would conduce to your happineſs. Mr. Bene- 
vol poſſeſſes a jewel in his own perſon, as far as an 


univerſal good character can make a man valuable; but 


then he has a very handſome property, and ours is a little 
involved ſo I could wiſh to have it firſt unincumbered, 
that you might not go like a beggar into any man's arms. 
Mrs. Arcot. If that's the only objection againſt the 
match, all can be eaſily ſet to rights] mutt reward 
merit out of my own family, fince I cannot find it in it. 
Mr. Fenton. Generous woman! !: 
Mr. Dazzle. Oh, dear, yes, generous with a venge- 


_ ance ! but charity, methinks, ſhould begin at home 


Oh, Sally, you muſt not be ſo croſs, do you fee | 


| Mrs. Arcot. No, brother, but fam juſt, and I hope, 


— Nay, more, it * 4 ing 1330 ſup D* Tt, Hr rather 


* . 22 
24 „5 4 we 


generous 
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335 dns the dignity of deportment, which ſhould diſtin- 


guiſh the head of a reſpectable houſe,” I ſhall be ſtill an 
egotiſt in my own praiſe, and ſay, I am of a forgiving 
nature too. 
M.. Fenton. Well, Madam—faith there is no with- _ 
ſtanding your arguments—and as far as health and happi- 
neſs can be the effect of virtue] have no fear, my chil- 
dren, but both will be amply conſigned to you. 
Mr. Benewol. Sir, your mode of beſtowing me happi- 
neſs can only be enhanced by the amiable preſent that 
accompanies it: and if you have left one vacant ſpot 
unoccupied in my heart, it is extending your compliment 
to the friends that ſurround me — and joining in the 
fervent prayer—(/coking 10 the houſe that health, proſ- 
perity and peace may be equally ſhared — all the 
| 9 of my country. 


. | Chantillon, 
Me too, vid permiſſion, have ſometing to ſay ;— 
But dat be by your leave, Meſſieurs ſi vous plais. 


De brave man dat vould fly 

From de earth to de ſky, 
Muſt firſt borrow de vings and de tail,— 
Or he'd tumble, like me, 

Pauvre wretch as you ſee, _ 
And his noddle vould crack, me be bail ! 11 


So avay vid my tricks. — 

For here now me do fix 
My politic belief, 

On de mutton and beef; 

So de rights and de law, 
Shall lie ſnug in my maw.— 
For me tink, de tale tell 

Of de dog and de well, | 
| OS 5 Not 
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Not content vid his own, 
Loft his nice ſav'ry bone; $9 33 
And by gar he was paid = 
Vid not even de ſhade ! 3 
So my liberty too, 
Me give up to you. 
Chantillon no loſe it, 
Ven Engliſh vill uſe it! 
Den pray keep it ſnug, 2 
Like de bug in de rug, | = 
Dat me alſo may ſing 
« May great God ſave de Ring, 17 
| | And dis truth ever own, =p: 4 
| ces Pat me 09 better here dan at home. 


— 
. 


| 5 THE END. 
| : 
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